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XT’  E  Perfian  maids,  attend  your  Poet’s  lays. 

And  hear  how  fhepherds  pafs  their  golden  days  i 
Not  all  are  bleft,  whom  Fortune’s  hand  fuftains 
With  wealth  in  courts,  nor  all  that  haunt 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I 
.  Tis  virtue  makes  the  blifs  where’er  we 
Vol.  II.  b 
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SCENE,  A  V  A  L 


Thus 


Thus  Selim  Tung,  'by’facre'd’Truth  ’infplr’d  ; 
Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  Truth  bellow'd,  defir’d  ; 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey’d 
Informing  morals  to  the  Ihepherd  maid  ; 

Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find. 

What  groves  nor  ftreams  beftow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  fvveet  and  blulhing,  like  a  virgin  bride. 
The  radiant  morn  refum’d  her  orient  pride. 

When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play. 

Breathe  on  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fweets  away 
By  Tygris’  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
This  ufeful  leflon  for  the  fair  and  young. 

Ye  Perflan  dames,  he  faid,  to  you  belong, 

Well  may  they  pleafe,  the  morals  of  myfong: 

No  fairer  maids,  f  trull,  than  you  are  found. 
Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that-lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes: 

For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  bellow. 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 

Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are. 

The  bed  kind  blelEngs  heaven  can  grant  the  fair  ! 
Who  trull  alone  in  Beauty’s  feeble  ray, 

Boall  but  the  worth  3  Balfora’s  pearls  difplay  ; 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright, 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  Iullrous  light : 


a  The  gulph  of  that  name,  famous  for  the  pearl  filhery. 
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Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they  boaft. 

By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft. 

Self-flattering  fex  !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain 
That  Love  lhall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the  Twain ; 
Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  Win, 

As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  fkin  : 

Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firft  her  care 
Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair; 

Each  tender  pafliort  man  delights  to  find 
The  lov’d  perfe&ion  of  a  female  mind  1 

Bleft  were  the  days,  when  Wifdom  held  her  reign. 
And  fhepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain ; 

With  Truth  fhe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove. 

Immortal  Truth,  and  daughters  blefs’d  their  love. 

O  hafte,  fair  maids  1  ye  Virtues  come  away. 

Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  ! 

The  balmy  fhrub  for  you  fhall  love  our  fhore. 

By  Ind  excell’d  or  Araby  no  more. 

Loft  to  our  fields,  forfo  the  Fates  ordain. 

The  dear  deferters  fhall  return  again. 

Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are  clear. 
To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty,  appear  : 

Here  make  thy  court  amidft  our  rural  fcene. 

And  fhepherd-girls  fhall  own  thee  for  their  queen. 

With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 

Dillrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid  ; 

But  man  the  moft — not  more  the  mountain  doe 
Holds  the  fwift  falcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 
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Cold  is  her  bread,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  dew  j 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 

No  wild  defires  amidft  thy  train  be  known. 

But  Faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix’d  on  one  alone  : 
Defponding  Meeknefs,  with  her  down-caft  eyes. 
And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  fighs ; 

And  Love  the  laft :  by  thefe  your  hearts  approve, 
Thefe  are  the  virtues-  that  mull  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fvyain ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay  : 

Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along, 

The  ihepherds  lov’d,  and  Selim  blefs’d  his  fong. 
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ECLOGUE  II. 


H  ASSAM;  OR,  THE  CAMEL-DRI  V  EE. 

SCENE,  THE  DESERT. 

TIME,  MID-DAY. 

IN  filent  horror  o’er  the  boundlefs  vvafte 
The  driver  Haflan  with  his  camels  pad : 

One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 

And  his  light  fcrip  contain’d  a  fcanty  ftore  ; 


A  faft 
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A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand. 

To  guard  his  fhaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 

The  fultry  fun  had  gain’d  the  middle  fky. 

And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 

The  beads,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue. 

Shrill  roar’d  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view-! 

With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th’  affrighted  man 
Thrice  figh’d,  thrice  druck  his  bread,  and  thus  began  : 
*l  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

“  When  fird  from  Schiraz’  walls  I  bent  my  way.” 
Ah  !  little  thought  I  of  the  blading  wind. 

The  third  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find ! 

Bethink  thee,  Haffan,  where  fhall  third  affwage. 

When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 

Soon  fhall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign ; 

Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 

Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away, 

Or  mofs-crown’d  fountains  mitigate  the  day. 

In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 

Which  plains  more  bled,  or  verdant  vales  bellow; 

Here  rocks  alone,  and  tadelefs  fands  are  found. 

And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 

“  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

'*  When  fird  from  Schiraz’  walls  I  bent  my  way.” 
Curd  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far- fatiguing  trade  1 
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The  lilly  peace  outfhines  the  filver  {lore. 

And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 

Yet  money  tempts  us  o’er  the  defert  brown, 

To  every  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 

Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea$ 

And  are  wp  only  yet  repay’d  by  thee  ? 

Ah  !  why  this  ruin  fo  attractive  made. 

Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray’d  ? 

Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hade  along. 

The  gentle  voice  of  Peace,  or  Pleafure’s  fong  ? 

Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain’s  fide. 

The  fountain’s  murmurs,  and  the  valley’s  pride. 

Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafing  to  behold 
Than  dreary  defert?,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 

“  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

“  When  firft  from  Schiraz’  walls  I  bent  my  way  !” 

O  ceafe,  my  fears ! — all  frantic  as  I  go, 

When  thought  creates  unnumber’d  fcenes  of  woe. 

What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! — 

Oft  in  the  dull  I  view  his  printed  feet : 

And  fearful !  oft,  when  Day’s  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 

By  hunger  rous’d,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain. 

Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tygers  in  his  train  ; 

Before  them  Death  with  fhrieks  direCls  their  way, 

Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 

“  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

'*  When  firft  from  Schiraz’  walls  I  bent  my  way  !*’ 

At 
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At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  fhall  creep, 

If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep  : 

Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around. 

And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 

Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor. 

From  lull  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  ! 

They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find  ; 

Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 

“  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

“  When  firft  from  Schiraz’  walls  I  bent  my  way  !” 
O  haplefs  youth  !  for  fhe  thy  love  hath  won. 

The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone ; 

Big  fwell’d  my  heart,  and  own’d  the  powerful  maid. 
When  faft  fhe  dropt  her  tears,  as  thus  ftie  faid  ; 

**  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 

“  Whom  Zara’s  breaking  heart  implor’d  in  vain  ! 

“  Yet  as  thou  go’ft,  may  every  blaft  arife, 

“  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejected  fighs  ! 

“  Safe  o’er  the  wild,  no  perils  may’ll  thou  fee, 

“  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like  me.v 
O  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return. 

Say  with  a  kifs,  fhe  muft  not,  lhall  not,  mourn  ; 

O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 

Recall’d  by  Wifdom’s  voice,  and  Zara’s  tears. 

He  faid,  and  call’d  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day. 
When  back  to  Schiraz’  walls  he  bent  his  way. 
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ECLOGUE  III. 


A  B  R  A  }  OR,  THE  GEORCIAN  SULTANA. 


SCENE,  A  FOREST. 

TIME,  THE  EVENING. 

IN  Georgia’s  land,  where  TefHis’  towers  are  feen. 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green. 

While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade. 

And  the  tall  forefts  call  a  longer  lhade. 

What  time  ’tis  fweet  o’er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray. 

Or  fcent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day  ; 

Amidft  the  maids  of  Zagen’s  peaceful  grove, 

Emyra  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  love. 

Of  Abra  firft  began  the  tender  ftraxn, 

Who  led  her  youth  with  Hocks  upon  the  plain  : 

At  morn  (he  came,  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead 
Where  lillies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead  : 

From  early  dawn  the  live-long  hours  Ihe  told, 

’Till  late  at  filent  eve  Ihe  per.n’d  the  fold. 

Peep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  lhade, 

A  various  wreathe  of  odorous  flowers  Ibe  made  : 
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Gay-motley’d  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  {he  chofe. 

The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs-bank  grows ; 

All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there: 

The  finilh’d  chaplet  well  adorn’d  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc’d  that  fated  morn  to  ftray. 

By  love  conducted  from  the  chace  away  : 

Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong. 

And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among: 

At  length  he  found,  and  wooed  the  rural  maid  ; 

She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey’d. 

“  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov’d, 

“  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov’d.” 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain  ; 

Yet  ftill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain  : 

Oft  as  (he  went,  {he  backward  turn’d  her  view. 

And  bad  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 

Fair  happy  maid  !  to  other  fcenes  remove. 

To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  1 
Go  leave  the  Ample  pipe,  and  (hepherd’s  flrain  ; 

With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 

“  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov’d, 

“  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov’d.” 

Yet  midfl  the  blaze  of  courts  Abe  fix’d  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  Ihady  grove  ; 

b  That  thefe  flowers  are  found  in  very  gTfat  abundance  in  fomp  of  the 
ftcvmces  of  Perfia  ;  fee  the  Modern  Hiftory  of  the  ingenious  Mr.  Sa'm>n. 
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Still  with  the  fhepherd’s  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclin’d  ; 

And  oft  as  Spring  renew’d  the  plains  with  flowers. 
Breath’d  his  foft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  Hours, 
With  fure  return  Ihe  foaght  the  fylvan  fcene. 

The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 

Her  maids  around  her  mov’d,  a  duteous  band  l 
Each  bore  a  crook  all-rural  in  her  hand  : 

Some  Ample  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds,  they  fung  ; 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung. 

Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov’d, 

“  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov’d  !’* 
And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
Amd  thorns  of  ftate,  attendant  on  the  fair ; 

Oft  to  the  lhades  and  low  roof’d  cots  retir’d. 

Or  fought  the  vale  where  Arft  his  heart  was  fir’d  : 

A  ruA'et  mantle,  like  a  Twain,  he  wore. 

And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more. 

“  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov’d, 

“  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov’d  !” 
Bled  was  the  life  that  royal  Abbas  led  : 

Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 

What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel ; 

The  Ample  ihepherd  girl  can  love  as  well. 

Let  thofe  who  rule  on  PerAa’s  jewell’d  throne. 

Be  fam’d  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone  i 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown. 

The  lover's  myrtle  wi:h  the  warrior’s  crown. 
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O  happy  days !  the  maids  around  her  fay  j 
Q  hade,  profufe  of  blefiings,  hade  away  ! 

Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov’d, 

“  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov’d  !” 
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ECLOGUE  IV. 

A  G  I  B  AND  SECAKDEE;  OR,  THE  FUGIT4VES, 

SCENE,  A  MOUNTAIN  IN  CIRCASSIA. 
TIME,  MIDNIGHT. 

IN  fair  Circaflia,  where,  to  love  inclin’d. 

Each  fwain  was  bled,  for  every  maid  was  kind ; 

At  that  dill  hour,  when  awful  midnight  reigns. 

And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains  ; 

What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high, 

And  pad  in  radiance  thro’  the  cloudlefs  Iky ; 

Sad  o’er  the  dews,  two  brother  Biepherds  Bed, 

Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led  : 

Fad  as  they  pred  their  dight,  behind  them  lay 
Wide  ravag’d  plains,  and  vallies  dole  away. 

Along  the  mountain’s  bending  Bdes  they  ran, 

’fill  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began  : 
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Secander. 

O  Hay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 

No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 

Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  farvey. 

Trace  our  fad  flight  thro’  all  its  length  of  way  : 
And  firft  review  that  long- extended  plain, 

And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pall  with  pain  ! 

Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  tried  ? 
And  lait  tliis  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 

Agib. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  mufl  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe  ! 

Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  fhouts  behind. 

And  fhrieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddening  wind  : 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand. 

He  blafls  our  harvefls,  and  deforms  our  land. 

Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firll  in  fear  we  came. 
Drops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame  : 

Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 

And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

Secander. 

Unhappy  land,  whofe  bleflings  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call’ll  thy  Perflan  lord  ! 

In  vain  thou  court’ll  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 

To  fhield  the  fhepherd,  and  protect  the  maid  • 


Far 
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Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign’J, 

Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  foothe  his  mind  : 
’Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 

No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fe^rs  annoy. 

A  c  I  B. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer’s  fultry  heat, 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 

Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabra's  flowery  plain, 

And  once  by  maids  and  ihepherds  lov’d  in  vain  ! 
No  more  the  virgins  fhall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis’  banks,  or  Irwan’s  (hady  grove  ; 

On  Tarkie’s  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gaie. 

Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly’s  flowery  vale  : 

Fair  fcenes !  but,  ah  !  no  more  with  peace  pofteft. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 

No  more  the  ihepherds  whitening  tents  appear. 
Nor  the  kmd  products  of  a  bounteous  year  ; 

No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloffoms  crown'd  ' 
But  Ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

Sit  GANDER. 

In  vain  Circaifia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves, 

For  ever  fam’d  for  pure  and  hapjty  loves : 

In  vain  flie  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair. 

Their  eyes  blue  languiih,  and  their  golden  hiir; 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar’s  cruel  hand  fhall  rend. 
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A  G  I  B. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,'that  piteous  learn  from  fa? 
Circaflia’s  ruin,  and  the  wade  of  war; 

Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  llaffs  prepare. 
To  fhield  your  harvefts,  and  defend  your  fair : 

The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue. 

Fix’d  to  deftroy,  and  lledfaft  to  undo. 

Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred. 

By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 

The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey, 

Oft  marks  with  blood  and  walling  flames  the  way  ; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe, 

To  death  inur’d,  and  nurs’d  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid  ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  Ihriller  Ihriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear’d  : 

Thv  affrighted  lhepherds  thro'  the  dews  of  night, 
Wide  o’er  the  moon-light  hills  renew’d  their  flight. 
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ON  T  $  £  DEATH  OF  MR.  JAMES  THOMSON, 

«k 

®  r  THE  SAME. 

T  N  yonder  c  grove  a  Druid  lies 

■“■  Where  flowly  winds  the  dealing  wave ! 

The  year’s  bed  fweets  fhall  duteous  rife 
To  deck  its  Poet’s  fy Ivan  grave  i 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  wbifpering  reeds 

His  airy  harp  d  fhall  now  be  laid,  ”3 

That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds. 

May  love  thro’  life  the  Toothing  (hade. 

Then  maids  and  youths  fhall  linger  here. 

And  while  its  founds  at  didance  fvvell. 

Shall  fadly  feem  in  Pity’s  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim’s  knell. 

e  The  fcene  of  the  following  ftanzas  is  fuppofed  to  lie  on  the  Thames 

near  Richmond. 

d  The  harp  of  JEoloi,  of  which  fee  a  defcriptioa  in  the  Cs.flie  of 

Indolence. 


R  eaiea- 
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Remembrance  6ft.  fhall  haunt  the  -fnorfc^ 

When  Thanres'ih  Cummer  wreaths  is  dreft, 

And  oft  fufpend  the  dalliing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft! 

And  oft  as  Eafe  and  Health  retire 
To  breezy  lawn,  or  foreft  deep, 

The  friend  fhall  view  yon  whitening  8  fpire. 
And  mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'll  that  earthy  bed, 

Ah  !  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 

O  r  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  Ihed, 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail ! 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  Ihrine  glimmering  near  ■ 

With  him,  fweet  Bard,  may  Fancy  die. 

And  Joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 

But  thou,  lorn  ftream,  whofe  Cullen  tide 
No  fedge-crown’d  Sifters  now  attend, 

Now  waft  me  from  the  green-hill’s  fide 
Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  T 

e  Richmond  church. 


And 
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Ahd  fee,  the  fairy  valleys  fade. 

Dun  Night  has  veil’d  the  folemn  view ! 

—Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  (hade. 
Meek  Nature’s  child,  again  adieu  ! 

The  genial  meads  aflign’d  to  blefs 
Thy  life,  (hall  mourn  thy  early  doom. 

Their  hinds,  and  fhepherd-girls  lhall  drefs 
With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  ftone  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  milling  Briton’s  eyes  j 

O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,  fhall  he  fay. 

In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies ! 


ODE  TO  PITY. 


BY  THE  SAME. 


OThou,  the  friend  of  man  aflign’d. 

With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind, 
And  charm  his  frantic  woe  : 

When  firft  Diltrefs,  with  dagger  keen. 

Broke  forth  to  wafte  his  deftin’d  fcene, 

His  wild  unfated  foe ! 

Von.  II.  C 
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C  r8  J. 

By  Pella’s {  bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frames 
Receive  my  humble  rite  : 

Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  fky-worn  robes  of  tendered  blue,. 
And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Iliffus’' didant  fide. 

Deferred  dream,  and  mute  ? 

Wild  Arun  s  too  has  heard  thy  drains. 
And  Echo,  ’midd  my  native  plains. 

Been  footh’d  by  Pity’s  lute. 

There  fird  the  wren  thy  myrtles  died 
On  gentled  Otway’s  infant  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  drown  ; 

And  while  he  fung,  the  female  heart, 
With  youth’s  foft  notes  unfpoil’d  by  art. 
Thy  turtles  mix’d  their  own. 


Come,  Pity,  come,  by  Fancy’s  aid. 
Even  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid* 
Thy  temple’s  pride  dedgn  : 

Its  fouthern  fite,  its  truth  compleat. 

Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiad  heat 
In  all  who  view  the  Ihrine. 


f  Euripides. 


&  A  river  in  Sudfcif, 


There 
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There  Pi&ure’s  toils  fliall  well  relate* 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate. 
O’er  mortal  blifs  prevail : 

The  bufkin’d  Mufe  (hall  near  her  (land. 
And  lighing  prompt  her  tender  hand. 
With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retir’d  by  day* 

In  dreams  of  paffion  melt  away. 

Allow’d  with  thee  to  dwell : 

There  wafte  the  mournful  lamp  of  nighty 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 
To  hear  a  Britiih  (hell  1 


i.  i  ..j,.. i  »  »  t  »  r.:i. 
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ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY. 

BY  THE  9AM  B. 


OThou  by  Nature  taught, 

To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 

In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fweetly  ftroftg  : 

Who  firft  on  mountains  wild. 

In  Fancy,  lovelieft  child. 

Thy  babe,  or  Pleafure’s,  nurs’d  the  powers  of  long ! 

C  2  Thou, 
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Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 
Difdain’ft  the  wealth  of  Art, 

And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall; 

But  corn’ll  a  decent  maid. 

In  Attic  robe  array’d, 

O  chafte,  unboaftful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 

By  all  the  honey’d  Hore 
On  Hybla’s  thymy  Ihore, 

By  all  her  blooms  and  mingled  murmurs  dear  s 
By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe. 

In  evening  mufings  flow. 

Sooth’d  fweetly  fad  Eleftra’s  poet’s  ear  : 

By  old  Cephifus  deep. 

Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  tire  green  retreat. 

On  whofe  enamel’d  fide, 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 

No  equal  haunt  allur’d  thy  future  feet, 

O  filler  meek  of  Truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth. 

Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  ? 

The  flowers  that  fweeteft  breathe, 

Tho’  Beauty  cull’d  the  wreath, 

Still  alk  thy  hand  to  range  their  order’d  hues. 

Whi, 

1  * 
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While  Rome  could  none  efteemi 
But  Virtue’s  patriot  theme. 

You  lov’d  her  hills,,  and  led  the  laureat  band  : 
But  (laid  to  fing  alone 
To  one  diftinguifh’d  throne. 

And  turn’d  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter’d  land. 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bower. 

The  pafliQns  own  thy  power. 

Love,  only  love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean  : 
For  thou  haft  left  her  Ihrine, 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine, 

Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blefs  the  fervile  fcene. 

Tho’  Tafte,  tho’  Genius  blefs 
To  fome  divine  ex,cefs. 

Faint’s  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole  j 
What  each,  what  all  fupply. 

May  court,  njay  charm  your  eye. 

Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul ! 

Of  thefe  let  others  afk. 

To  aid  fome  mighty  tafk, 

J  only  feek  to  find  thy  temperate  vale : 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 
To  maids  and  fhtpherds  round. 

And  all  thy  fons,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 


ODE 


f  22  ) 


? 

T 


I  t  • 


i  i 

i . r 


i  i  >  • 


ODE  TO  PEACE, 


BY  THE  SAMB. 

OThou,  who  bad’d  thy  turtles  bear 

Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  hair, 

And  fought’ft  thy  native  Ikies  : 

When  War,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far, 

To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car. 

And  bad  his  dorms  arife  ! 

Tir'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fway. 

Our  youth  fhall  fix  fome  feftive  day. 

His  fallen  ihrines  to  burn  : 

But  thou,  who  hear’ft  the  turning  fpheres, 

What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears. 

And  gain  thy  bled  return  l 

O  Peace,  thy  injur’d  robes  up-bind, 

O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 
Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 

The  Britifh  lion,  goddefs  fweet. 

Lies  dretch’d  on  earth  to  kifs  thy  feet. 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

let 


Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile. 
But  come  to  grace  thy  weftern  ifle. 
By  warlike  Honour  led  ! 

And,  while  around  her  ports  rejoice. 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice. 
With  him  for  ever  wed  ! 
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ODE  TO  MERCY. 

B  Y  THE  S  A  M  E. 

S  UOPH  E. 

OThou,  who  fit’ll  a  fmiling  bride 

By  Valour’s  arm’d  and  awful  fide, 

Oentleft  of  iky-born  forms,  and  bell  ador’d  : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win’ll  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear. 

And  hid’fl  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fwordl 
Thou  who,  amidft  the  deathfui  field. 

By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld. 

Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found, 

Pleading  for  him  the  youth  who  finks  to  ground  ; 

See,  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands. 

Before  thylhrine  my  country’s  Genius  Hands, 

And  decks  thy  altar  Hill,  tho’  pierc'd  with  many  a  wound  ! 

C  4  Anti- 
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Ant  istrophe. 

When  he  whom  even  our  joys  provoke, 

The  Fiend  of  Nature  join’d  his  yoke, 

And  rufh’d  in  wrath  to  make  our  ifle  his  prey  j 
Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fweet  abode, 

O’ertook  him  on  his  blafted  road, 

And  flopp’d  his  wheels  and  look’d  his  rage  away. 

I  fee  recoil  his  fable  fteeds. 

That  bore  him  fwift  to  favage  deeds. 

Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own ; 

O  Maidi  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  (hovvn, 

"Where  Juftice  bars  her  iron  tower. 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower, 

Thou,  thou  {halt  rule  our  queen,  and  Ihare  our  monarch’s 
throne ! 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY, 

JY  THE  SAME. 

*  Strophe. 

WH  O  fhall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 

And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading, 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  "in  fullen  hue. 

At 
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At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  (bedding, 

Applauding  Freedom  lov’d  of  old  to  view  ? 

What  new  Alcaeus11,  fancy-bleft. 

Shall  fing  the  fword  in  myrtles  dreft. 

At  Wifdom’s  (hrine  awhile  its  flame  concealing, 

(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renown’d  ?) 

Till  (he  her  brighteft  lightnings  round  revealing, 

It  leap’d  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted  wound  ? 

O  Goddefs,  in  that  feeling  hour, 

When  moft  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears. 

Let  not  my  (hell's  mifguided  power 
E’er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears. 

No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 

How  Rome,  before  thy  weeping  face. 

With  heavieft  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell, 

Pulh’d  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bale, 

When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke. 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  ftrength  and  grace. 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke, 

And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  tothoufand  fragments  broke. 

E  P  0  D  £. 

Yet  even,  where’er  thb  lead  appear’d, 

TTh’  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever’d  ; 

h  Alluding  to  a  beautiful  fragment  of  Alcaeus. 

Still, 
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Still,  ’midft  the  fcatter’d  fiates  around. 

Some  remnants  of  her  ftrength  were  found  ■, 

They  faw,  by  what  efcap’d  the  fiorm. 

How  wonderous  rofe  her  perfeft  form  ; 

How  in  the  great,  the  labour’d  whole. 

Each  mighty  mafter  pour’d  his  foul ! 

For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art. 

Beneath  her  vines  preferv'd  a  part. 

Till  they  *,  whom  Science  lov’d  to  name, 

(O  who  could  fear  it  ?)  quench’d  her  flame. 

And  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pifa’s  olive  fhade  1 
See  fmall  Marino  k  joins  the  theme, 

Tho’  leap,  not  laft  in  thy  efleem  : 

Strike,  louder  ftrike  th’  ennobling  firings 
To  thofe  *,  whofe  merchant  fons  were  kings  j 
To  him  m,  who,  deck’d  with  pearly  pride. 

In  Adria  weds  his  green-hair’d  bride. 

Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleafure. 

Ne’er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  meafure  : 

Nor  e’er  her  former  pride  relate. 

To  fad  Liguria’s  n  bleeding  ftate. 

1  The  family  cf  ihe  Medici. 
k  The  little  republic  of  San  Maria* 

3  The  Venetians. 
rrt  The  Doge  of  Venice. 

71  Cer.oa. 

Ak 
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Ah  no  !  more  pleas’d  thy  haunts  Ifeek, 

On  wild  Helvetia’s  °  mountains  bleak  : 

(Where,  when  the  favour’d  of  thy  choice. 

The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice  ; 

Forth  from  his  eyrie  rous’d  in  dread. 

The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled.) 

Or  dwell  in  willow’d  meads  more  near. 

With  thofe  p  to  whom  thy  flork  is  dear  : 

Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis’d, 

Whofe  crown  a  Britilh  queen  i  refus’d  1 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel’ft  the  drains. 

One  holier  name  alone  remains  ; 

The  perfedl  fpell  fliall  then  avail, 

Jfail  nymph,  ador’d  by  Britain,  hail  ! 

Antjstrophf. 

Jleyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought. 

The  works,  the  wizzard  Time  has  wrought  ! 

o  Switzerland. 

P  The  Dutch,  among  whom  there  are  very  fevere  penalties  for  thofe 
who  are  convidied  of  killing  this  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in  almoft  al  1 
their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the  arms  of  which  they 
make  a  part.  The  common  people  of  Holland  are  f»id  to  entertain  a 
fuperflitious  fentimcnt,  that  if  the  whole  fpecies  of  them  flrould  become 
pxtinft,  they  Ihould  lofe  their  liberties. 

%  QUieen  Elizabeth, 


The 
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The  Gaul,  ’tis  held  of  antique  ftory, 

Saw  Britain  link’d  to  his  now  adverfe  Brand  r  , 

No  fea  between,  nor  cliff  fublime  and  hoary. 

He  pafs’d  with  unwet  feet  thro’  all  our  land. 

To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay. 

The  wild  waves  found  another  way. 

Where  Orcas  howls,  his  wolfifh  mountains  rounding ; 

Till  all  the  banded  Weft  at  once  ’gan  rife, 

A  wide  wild  fcorm  even  Nature’s  felf  confounding-, 

Withering  her  giant  Tons  with  ftrange  uncouth  furprife. 
This  pillar’d  earth  fo  firm  and  wide. 

By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn. 

In  thunders  dread  was  pufh’d  aiide. 

And  down  the  fhould'ring  billows  born. 

And  fee,  like  gems  her  laughing  train, 

The  little  ifles  on  every  fide, 

Mona  s ,  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fearch  the  main. 

Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide. 

And 

r  This  tradition  is  mentioned  by  fevcral  of  our  old  hiftorians.  S  me 
Tiatura'ids  too  have  endeavoured  to  fupport  the  probability  of  the  fadf,  by 
arguments  drawn  from  the  correfpcndent  difpofition  of  the  two  oppofite 
eoafis.  I  do  no’,  remember  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  hitherto  made  of  it. 

3  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  ifle  of  Man,  that  a  mermaid  becoming 
namovred  of  a  young  man  of  extraordinary  beauty,  took  an  opportunity 
of  meetirg  him  one  day  as  he  walked  on  the  there,  and  opened  herpa/lion 
*o  him,  but  was  received  with  a  coldnefs,  cccafoned  by  his  horror  and 
jurpdfe  at  her  appearance.  This  however  was  fo  mifeonftrued  by  thefea- 
kdy,  that  in  revenge  for  his  treatment  of  her,  fke  punifh’d  the  whole 

iflandf 
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And  Wight  who  check's  the  wedering  tide, 

For  thee  confenting  heaven  has  each  bellow’d, 

A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride  : 

To  thee  this  bled  divorce  fhe  ow’d, 

For  thou  had  made  her  vales  thy  lov’d,  thy  lad  abode  r 

SECOND  EPODE, 

Then  too,  ’tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 

’.Midd  the  green  navel  of  our  ifle. 

Thy  fhrine  in  fome  religious  wood, 

O  foul  enforcing  goddefs,  dood  ! 

There  oft  the  painted  native’s  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celedial  meet : 

Tho’  now  with  hopelefs  toil  we  trace 
Time’s  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place  3 
Whether  the  fiery-  trefted  Dane, 

Or  Roman’s  felf  o’erturn’d  the  fane. 

Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  fell, 

’Twere  hard  for  modern  fong  to  tell. 

Yet  dill,  if  Truth  thofe  beams  infufe. 

Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Mufe, 

Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 

Paving  the  light- embroider’d  Iky: 

Amidd  the  bright  pavillion’d  plains, 

The  beauteous  model  dill  remains. 

jfland,  by  covering  it  with  a  mift,  fo  that  all  who  attempted  to  Carr/  oa 
any  commerce  with  it,  sither  never  arrived  at  it,  but  wandered  up  and 
down  the  fes,  or  were  on  a  fuddsn  wrecked  upon  its  cliffs. 

There 
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There  happier  than  in  iflands  blell; 

Or  bowers  by  Spring  o  r  Hebe  dreft, 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion’s  flory, 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir’d  in  glory, 

Hear  their  conforted  Druids  fing 
Their  triumphs  to  th’  immortal  firing. 
How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 

What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz’d. 

What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais’d  ! 
Even  now,  before  his  favour’d  eyes. 

In  Gothic  pride  it  feems  to  rife  ! 

Yet  Grascia’s  graceful  orders  join, 
Majeflic  thro’  the  mix’d  defign  ; 

The  fecret  builder  knew  to  chufe. 

Each  fphere-found  gem  of  richeft  hues: 
Whate’er  heaven's  purer  mould  contains. 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins; 
There  on  the  walls  the  patriot’s  fight 
May  ever  hang  with  frefh  delight. 

And,  grav’d  with  fome  prophetic  rage, 
Read  Albion’s  fame  thro’  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureat  band. 
That  near  her  inmoft  altar  Hand  ! 

Now  footh  her,  to  her  biifsful  train 
Blythe  Concord’s  focial  form  to  gain  : 
Concord,  whofe  myrtle  wand  can  ileep 
Even  Anger’s  blood-mot  eyes  in  fleep  : 


Befor 
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Before  whofe  breathing  bofom’s  balm. 

Rage  drops  his  fteel,  and  ftorms  grow  calm  £ 
Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain’s  ravag’d  Ihore, 

Our  youths,  enamour’d  of  the  fair. 

Play  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 

Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found. 

The  nations  ihout  to  her  around, 

O  how  fupremely  art  thou  bleft, 

Thou,  Lady,  thou  lhalt  rule  the  weft  ! 

ODE  TO  FEAR. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THOU,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
With  all  its  lhadowy  lhapes  is  ftlown  * 
Who  feeft  appall’d  th’  unreal  fcene. 

While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between  : 

Ah  Fear  !  ah  frantic  Fear  ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near. 

I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye  !■ 

Like  thee  I  ftart,  like  thee  diforder’d  fly. 

For  lo  what  monfiers  in  thy  train  appear  ! 

Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 


Wh® 
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Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 

Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm. 

Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  deep. 

And  with  him  thoufand  phantoms  join’d, 

Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs’d  the  mind  : 

And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 

O’er  Nature’s  wounds,  and  wrecks  prefide  ; 

While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 

Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos’d  and  bare  : 

On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  Fate, 

Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait  ; 

Who,  Fear,  this  ghaftly  train  can  fee. 

And  look  not  madly  wild,  like  thee  ? 

EpOD  Ei 

In  earlieft  Greece  to  thee,  with  partial  choice. 

The  grief-full  Mufe  addreft  her  infant  tongue  j 
The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  awful  voice. 

Silent  and  pale  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  Bard  f  who  firft  invok’d  thy  name, 
Difdain’d  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs’d  the  poet’s  flame, 

Eut  reach’d  from  Virtue’s  hand  the  patriot’s  Heel, 


Euf 


*  ^fchylus. 
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But  who  is  he  whom  later  garlands  grace. 

Who  left  a-while  o’er  Hybla’s  dews  to  rove, 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  fteps  to  trace. 

Where  thou  and  furies  ftiar’d  the  baleful  grove  ? 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th’  inceftuous  Queen  u 
Sigh’d  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hufband  heard. 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  filent  fcene. 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear’d. 

* 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart. 

Thy  withering  power  infpir’d  each  mournful  line, 

Tho’  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 

Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine  ! 

Antistrophe. 

Thou  who  fuch  weary  lengths  haft  paft,  '* 

Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  Nymph,  at  laft  ? 

•  Say,  wilt  thou  Ihroud  in  haunted  cell, 

Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 

Or  in  fome  hallow’d  feat, 

’Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat  ? 

Hear  drowning  feamens  cries  in  tempefts  brought ! 
Dark  Power,  with  lhuddering  meek  fubmitted  thought, 
Be  mine,  to  read  the  viiions  old. 

Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told  : 

And,  left  thou  meet  ray  blafted  view. 

Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  true  ; 

“  Jocafta. 

*  Ton.  IT.  D  Ne’er 
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Ne’er  be  I  found  by  thee  o’er-aw’d, 

In  that  thrice-hallow’d  eve  abroad, 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage-maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave, 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen, 

Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men  ! 

O  thou,  whofe  fpirit  moll  pofleft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakefpear’s  break  1 
By  all  that  from  thy  Prophet  broke, 

In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  : 

Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 

Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  d.well  with  thee  ! 


MMoseooooo  MCfloeeocMO  ooooooco  ©aoeooeoeoco  oocctooo  eooo  oooo  eoooooeoocec  oocs  cooooo«oee»oo$» 


ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER^ 

BY  THE  SAME. 

AS  once,  if  not  with  light  regard,. 

I  read  aright  that  gifted  Bard, 

(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 
His  lovelieft  Elfin  queen  has  bleft) 

One,  only  one,  unrivall’d  fair  * 

Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear. 


At 


«  Florimel,  See  Spenfer,  Leg.  4th. 
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At  folemn  turney  hung  on  high. 

The  wilh  of  each  love-darting  eye. 

Lo!  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied. 

As  if.  in  air  unfeen,  fome  hovering  hand. 

Some  chafte  and  angel-friend  to  virgin  fame. 

With  whifper’d  fpell  had  burlt  the  ftarting  band. 

It  left  unbleft  her  loath’d  difhonour’d  fide  ; 

Happier,  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 
Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  touch’d  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied  ! 

Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  divineft  name. 

To  whom,  prepar’d  and  bath’d  in  heaven. 

The  cell  of  ampleft  power  is  given  : 

To  few  the  god  like  gift  afligns. 

To  gird  their  blell  prophetic  loins. 

And  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  unmix’d  her  flame. 
The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay. 

Was  wove  on  that  creating  day, 

When  he,  who  call’d  with  thought  to  birth 
Yon  tented  Iky,  this  laughing  earth, 

And  drell  with  fprings,  and  forells  tall. 

And  pour’d  the  main  engirting  all. 

Long  by  the  lov’d  enthufiaft  woo’d, 

Himfelf  in  fome  diviner  mood. 

Retiring,  fat  with  her  alone. 

And  plac’d  her  on  his  faphire  throne, 

D  2 
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The  whiles,  the  vaulted  fhrine  around1, 
Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found  ! 

Now  fublimeft  triumph  fwelling, 

Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling  ; 

And  fhe,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud. 
Breath’d  her  magic  notes  aloud  : 

And  thou,  thou  rich- hair’d'  youth  of  morn, 
And  all  thy  fubjeft  life  was  born  1 
The  dangerous  paflions  kept  aloof, 

Far  from  the  fainted  growing  woof : 

But  near  it  fat  ecftatic  Wonder, 

Liftening  the  deep  applauding  thunder  : 
And  Truth,  in  funny  veil  array’d 
By  whofe  the  Tarfol’s  eyes  were  made  : 

All  the  flradowy  tribes  of  Mind, 

In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join’d. 
And  all  the  bright  uncounted  Powers, 

Who  feed  on  heaven’s  ambrofial  flowers. 
Where  is  the  Bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 
Its  high  prefuming  hopes  avow  ? 

Where  he  who  thinks,  with  rapture  blind,. 
This  hallow’d  work  for  him  defign’d  i 

High  on  fome  cliff,  to  heaven  up-pil’d, 

Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpeft  wild, 

Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fteep. 
Strange  fhades  o’erbrow  the  vallies  deep, 


And 


And  holy  Genii  guard  the  rock. 

Its  glooms  embrown,  its  fprings  unlock, 
While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head. 

An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread. 

I  view  that  oak,  the  fancy’d  glades  among. 

By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 

From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp’d  ethereal  dew. 
Nigh  fpher’d  in  heaven  its  native  ftrains  could  hear 
On  which  that  antient  trump  he  reach’d  was  hung ; 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting, 

From  Waller’s  myrtle  fhades  retreating. 

With  many  a  vow  from  Hope’s  afpiring  tongue. 

My  trembling  feet  his  guiding  Heps  purfue ; 

In  vain — Such  blifs  to  one  alone. 

Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known, 

And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o’erturn’d  th’  infpiring  bowers. 

Ox  curtain’d  clofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future  view 
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THE  MANNERS.  AN  ODE. 

BY  T  H-E  SAME. 

FAreweil,  for  clearer  ken  defign’d, 

The  dim-difcover'd  trails  of  mind  : 
Truths  which,  from  action's  paths  retir’d. 

My  filent  fearch  in  vain  requir’d  ! 

No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores. 

No  more  I  fearch  thofe  magic  fhores. 

What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul. 

Or  whence  thy  ftreams.  Opinion,  roll  : 

If  e’er  I  round  fuch  fairy  field, 

Some  Power  impart  the  fpear  and  fhield. 

At  which  the  wizzard  Paffions  fly. 

By  which  the  giant  Follies  die  ! 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen. 
Arch’d  with  th’  enlivening  olive’s  green  : 
Where  Science  prank’d  in  tiflu’d  veft, 

By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  dreft. 

Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array’d. 

To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato’s  Ihade  ! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight. 

Thy  walks,  Obfervance,  more  invite  ! 


O  thou. 
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O  thou,  who  lov’ft  that  ampler  range, 

Where  life's  wide  profpedts  round  thee  change, 
And,  with  her  mingling  fons  allied, 

Throw’ll:  the  prattling  page  afide : 

To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart. 

To  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 

To  learn,  where  Science  fure  is  found. 

From  Nature  as  Ihe  lives  around  : 

And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true. 

By  turns  each  drifting  image  view,! 

Till  meddling  Art’s  officious  lore 
Reverfe  the  lelTons  taught  before. 

Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule, 

To  dream  in  her  enchanted  fchool  ; 

Thou  heaven,  whate’er  of  great  we  boalt, 

Haft  bleft  this  focial  fcience  molt. 

t  ' 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell. 

As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell. 

Not  vain  Ihe  finds  the  charmful  talk. 

In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  malk, 

Behold,  before  her  mufing  eyes, 

The  countlefs  Manners  round  her  rife  ; 

While  ever  varying  as  they  pafs. 

To  fome  Contempt  applies  her  glafs: 

With  thefe  the  white-rob’d  Maids  combine, 

And  thofe  the  laughing  Satyrs  join  ! 

But  who  is  he  whom  now  Ihe  views. 

In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  ? 

‘ 
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Thou,  by  the  Paffions  nurs’d ;  I  greet 
The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet  ! 

O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 
To  Britain’s  favour’d  ifle  alone ; 

Me  too  amid  t  thy  band  admit, 

There  where  the  young- ey’d  healthful  Wit, 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 
Are  plac’d  each  other’s  beams  to  /hare. 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos’d  attends  thy  fide  ! 

By  old  Miletus  7,  who  fo  long 
Has  ceas’d  his  love-inwoven  fong: 

By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids. 

In  chang’d  Italia’s  modern  /hades : 

By  him  z  whofe  knight’s  diftingui/h’d  name 
Refin’d  a  nation’s  luft  of  fame ; 

Whofe  tales  even  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 

Caftilia’s  Moori/h  hlls  repeat: 

Or  him  %  whom  Seine’s  blue  nymphs  deplore^ 

In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia’s  /hore. 

Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid. 

By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray’d  : 

7  Alluding  to  the  MileGan  tales,  fame  of  the  earlieft  romances. 

*  Cervintes, 

a  Monfieur  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  incomparable  adventures  of  GU 
SJas  de  Santillane,  who  died  jn  Paris  in  the  year  1745. 


O  Nature 
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O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed  ; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel, 

On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal ! 

Let  fome  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn’d  fcrolls  I  leave  behind, 

The  Sports  and  I  this  hour  agree, 

To  rove  thy  fcene-full  world  with  thee  ! 


THE  PASSIONS.  AN  ODE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

WHEN  Mufic,  heavenly  maid,  was  young. 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  fhe  fung, 
The  Paflions  oft,  to  hear  her  (hell. 

Throng’d  around  her  magic  cell, 

Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 

Pofleft  beyond  the  Mufe’s  painting ; 

By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Difturb’d,  delighted,  rais’d,  refin’d. 

Till  once,  ’tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir’d. 

Fill’d  with  fury,  rapt?  infpir’d, 

From  the  fpppcrting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch’d  her  inftruments  of  found. 

And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lelfons  of  her  forceful  art. 


Each 
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Each,  for  madnefs  rul’d  the  hour. 

Would  prove  his  own  expreflive  power. 

Firft  Fear  his  hand,  its  fkill  to  try, 

Amid  the  chords  bewilder’d  laid. 

And  back  recoil’d  he  knew  not  why. 

Even  at  the  found  himfelf  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rufh’d,  his  eyes  on  fire. 

In  lightnings  own’d  his  fecret  flings, 

In  one  rude  clalh  he  flruck  the  lyre. 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  firings. 

With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair 
Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguil’d, 

A  folemn,  flrange,  and  mingled  air, 

’Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  flarts  ’twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  ? 

Still  it  whifper’d  promis’d  pleafure, 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  diflance  hail  ! 

Still  would  her  touch  the  drain  prolong, 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 

She  call’d  on  Echo  flill  thro’  all  the  fong ; 

And  where  her  fweetefl  theme  fhe  chofe, 

A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 

And  Hope  enchanted  fmil’d,  and  wav’d  her  golden  hair. 


And 
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And  longer  had  (he  fang, — bat,  with  a  frown. 

Revenge  impatient  rofe. 

He  threw  his  blood-ftain’d  fword  in  thunder  down. 

And,  with  a  withering  look. 

The  war- denouncing  trumpet  took. 

And  blew  a  blaft  fo  loud  and  dread. 

Were  ne’er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  woe. 

And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 

The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat  : 

And  tho’  fometimes,  each  dreary  paufe  between, 
Dejetted  Pity  at  his  fide, 

Her  foul-fubduing  voice  applied, 

Yet  ftill  he  kept  his  wild  unalter’d  mien, 

While  each  ftrain’d  ball  of  fight  feem’d  burfling  from  his 
head. 

Thy  numbers,  Jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd. 

Sad  proof  of  thy  difirefsful  ftate, 

Of  differing  themes  the  veering  fong  was  mix’d. 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call’d  on  Hate. 

With  eyes  up-rais’d,  as  one  infpir’d, 

Pale  Melancholy  fat  retir’d. 

And  from  her  wild  fequefter’d  feat. 

In  notes  by  difiance  made  more  fweet, 

Pour’d  thro’  the  mellow  horn  her  penfivefoul : 

And  dafliing  foft  from  rocks  around, 

Bubbling  runnels  join’d  the  found  ; 


Thro’ 
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Thro’  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meafure  Hole, 

Or  o’er  fome  haunted  ftreams  with  fond  delay. 

Round  an  holy  calm  diffufing. 

Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  mufing. 

In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

But  O,  how  alter’d  was  its  fprightlier  tone  ! 

When  Chearfulnefs,  a  nymph  of  healthielt  hue, 

Her  bow  acrofs  her  lhoulder  flung, 

Her  bufkins  gemm’d  with  morning  dew. 

Blew  an  infpiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung. 

The  hunter’s  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known  ! 

The  oak-crown’d  Sillers,  and  fkeir  challe-eyed  Queen, 
Satyrs  and  Sylvan  boys  were  feen, 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green  ; 

Brown  Exercife  rejoic’d  to  hear, 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  feiz’d  his  beechen  fpear. 

Laft  came  Joy’s  ecftatic  trial, 

He  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

Firfl  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addrell. 

But  foon  he  faw  the  brifk  awakening  viol, 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov’d  the  befl. 

They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  ftrain, 

They  faw  in  Tempe’s  vale  her  native  maids, 

Amidll  the  feftal  founding  fhades. 

To  fome  unwearied  minftrel  dancing, 

While,  as  his  flying  fingers  kifs’d  the  firings. 

Love  fram’d  with  Mirth,  a  gay  fantafiic  round, 

Loofe  were  her  treffes  feen,  her  zone  unbound, 

And 
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And  he,  amidfl  his  frolic  play, 

As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay,- 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings.1 


O  Mu(ic,  fphere-defeended  maid. 

Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom’s  aid. 

Why,  Goddefs,  why  to  us  denied? 
Lay’ft  thou  thy  an  dent  lyre  alide  ? 

As  in  that  lov’d  Athenian  bewdr. 

You  learn’d  an  all -commanding  power. 
Thy  mimic  foul,  O  nymph  endear’d, 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  Ample  heart. 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art  ? 

Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time. 

Warm,  energic,  chalte,  fublime  f 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age. 

Fill  thy  recording  Sifter’s  page - • 

’Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 

Thy  humbleft  reed  could  more  prevail. 
Had  more  of  ftrength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age. 
Even  all  at  once  together  found 
Caecilia’s  mingled  world  of  found — 

O  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe, 

Revive  the  juft  designs  of  Greece, 
Return  in  all  thy  Ample  ftate  ! 

ConArm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  ! 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN  ON  A  PAPER,  WHICH  CONTAINED 
A  PIECE  OF  BRIDE  CAKE  :  GIVEN  TO  THE 
AUTHOR  BY  ALADY. 


E  Y  THE  SAME. 

YE  curious  hands,  that  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 

By  fearch  profane  Ihall  find  this  hallow’d  cake. 
With  Virtue’s  awe  forbear  the  facred  prize. 

Nor  dare  a  theft  for  Love  and  Pity’s  fake  ! 

This  precious  relick,  form’d  by  magic  power 
Beneath  the  Ihepherd’s  haunted  pillow  laid. 

Was  meant  by  Love  to  charm  the  filent  hour, 

The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 

The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requefi. 

Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happieft  art ; 

Fears,  fighs,  and  wifhes  of  th*  enamour’d  bread. 

And  pains  that  pleafe  are  mixt  in  every  part. 

With  rofy  hand  the  fpicy  fruit  Ihe  brought 
From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cy thera’s  ifle  j 
And  temper’d  fweet  with  thefe  the  melting  thought. 
The  kifs  ambrofial  and  the  yielding  fmile. 


Ambiguous 


C  47  ) 

Ambiguous  looks,  that  (corn  and  yet  relent. 

Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter’d  truth, 

Relu&ant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confent. 

And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 

Sleep,  wayward  God  !  hath  fworn  while  thefe  remain. 
With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear. 

And  chearful  Hope,  fo  oft  invok’d  in  vain. 

With  fairy  fongs  fnall  footh  his  penfive  ear. 

If  bound  by  vows  to  Friendfhip’s  gentle  fide. 

And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop’ll  an  equal  grace. 

If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 

O  much  intreated,  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  fhunn’d  my  plaintive  day, 
Confents  at  length  to  bring  me  fhort  delight, 

Thy  carelefs  fteps  may  fcare  her  doves  away. 

And  Grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  night. 


LONDON  ; 


(  4S  ) 


L  O  N  D  O  N: 


OR,  THE 


PROGRESS  OF  COMMERCE. 


BY  MR.  GLOVER 


E  northern  blafts,  and  b  Eurus,  wont  to  fweep 


dL  With  rudeft  pinions  o’er  the  furrow’d  waves. 
Awhile  fufpend  your  violence,  and  waft 
From  fandy  c  Wefer  and  the  broad-mouth’d  Elb 
My  freighted  veffels  to  the  deftin’d  fhore. 

Safe  o’er  th’  unruffled  main  ;  let  every  thought. 
Which  may  difquiet,  and  alarm  my  bread:. 

Be  abfent  now  ;  that,  difpoffefs’d  of  care, 

And  free  from  every  tumult  of  the  mind. 

With  each  difturbing  paffion  huffl’d  to  peace, 

I  may  pour  all  my  fpirit  on  the  theme. 

Which  opens  now  before  me,  and  demands 
The  loftied:  drain.  The  eagle,  when  he  tow'ra 
Beyond  the  clouds,  the  fleecy  robes  of  heaven, 

b  The  eaft  wind. 

c  Bremen  is  fitua'.cd  on  the  Wefer,  and  Hamburg  on  the  Elb. 
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Difdains  all  objefls  but  the  golden  fun. 

Full  on  th’  effulgent  orb  diredts  his  eye, 

And  fails  exulting  through  the  blaze  of  day ; 

So,  while  her  wing  attempts  the  boldeft  flight. 
Rejecting  each  inferior  theme  of  praife. 

Thee,  ornament  of  Europe,  Albion’s  pride. 

Fair  feat  of  wealth  and  freedom,  thee  my  Mufe 
Shall  celebrate,  O  London  :  thee  fhe  hails. 

Thou  lov’d  abode  of  Commerce,  laft  retreat. 
Whence  file  contemplates  with  a  tranquil  mind 
Her  various  wanderings  from  the  fated  hour 
That  {he  abandon’d  her  maternal  clime  ; 

Neptunian  Commerce,  whom  Phcenice  bore, 
Illuftrious  nymph,  that  nam’d  the  fertile  plains 
Along  the  founding  main  extended  far. 

Which  flowery  Carmel  with  its  fweet  perfumes. 
And  with  its  cedars  Libanus  o’erlhades : 

Her  from  the  bottom  of  the  watry  world. 

As  once  flie  flood,  in  radiant  beauties  grac’d. 

To  mark  the  heaving  tide,  the  piercing  eye 
Of  Neptune  view’d  enamour’d:  from  the  deep 
The  God  afcending  rufhes  to  the  beach. 

And  clafps  th’  affrighted  virgin.  From  that  day. 
Soon  as  the  paly  regent  of  the  night 
Nine  times  her  monthly  progrefs  had  renew’d 
Thro’  heaven’s  illumin’d  vault,  Phcenice,  led 
By  fhame,  once  more  the  fea-wom  margin  fought : 
There  pac’d  with  painful  fteps  the  barren  fands, 
Vol.  II.  E 
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h  Clos’d  by  a  tow’ring  cliff,  whofe  forehead  glows 
With  azure,  purple,  and  ten  thouland  dyes. 

From  its  refplendent  fragments  beaming  round ; 

Nor  lefs  irradiate  colours  from  beneath 
On  every  fide  an  ample  grot  reflects, 

As  down  the  perforated  rock  the  fun 
Pours  his  meridian  blaze  !  rever’d  abode 
Of  Nyfa’s  nymphs,  with  every  plant  attir'd. 

That  wears  undying  green,  refrefh’d  with  rills 
From  ever-living  fountains,  and  enrich’d 
With  all  Pomona’s  bloom  :  unfading  flowers 
Glow  on  the  mead,  and  fpicy  fhrubs  perfume 
With  inexhaufted  fweets  the  cooling  gale. 

Which  breathes  inceffant  there  ;  while  every  bird 
Of  tuneful  note  his  gay  or  plaintive  fong 
Blends  with  the  warble  of  meandring  ftreams. 

Which  o’er  their  pebbled  channels  murm’ring  lave 
The  fruit -invefled  hills,  that  rife  around. 

The  gentle  Nereids  to  this  calm  recefs 
Phcenice  bear}  nor  Dapfilea  bland, 

Nor  good  Eucarpe,  ftudious  to  obey 
Great  Neptune's  will,  their  hofpitable  care 
Refufe  j  nor  long  Lucina  is  invok’d. 

Soon  as  the  wondrous  infant  fprung  to  day. 

Earth  rock’d  around  }  with  all  their  nodding  woods, 

h  This  whole  defcription  of  the  rock  and  grotto  is  taken  from  Diod. 

Siculus,  lib.  3,  pag.  20a. 
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And  ftreams  reverting  to  their  troubled  fource, 

.  The  mountain  Ihook,  while  Lybia’s  neighb’ring  god, 
Myfterious  Ammon,  from  his  hollow  cell 
With  deep-refounding  accent  thus  to  heaven. 

To  earth,  and  fea,  the  mighty  birth  proclaim’d. 

A  new-born  power  behold  1  whom  Fate  hath  call'd 
The  Gods’  imperfett  labour  to  complete 
This  wide  creation.  She  in  lonely  fands 
Shall  bid  the  tower-encircled  city  rife, 

The  barren  fea  lhall  people,  and  the  wilds 
Of  dreary  nature  fhall  with  plenty  cloath  ; 

She  lhall  enlighten  man’s  unletter’d  race. 

And  with  endearing  intercourfe  unite 
Remote!!  nations,  {torch'd  by  fultry  funs. 

Or  freezing  near  the  fnow-encrulted  pole  : 

Where’er  the  joyous  vine  difdains  to  grow. 

The  fruitful  olive,  or  the  golden  ear  ; 

Her  hand  divine,  with  interpoling  aid 
To  every  climate  lhall  the  gifts  fupply 
Of  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  1  the  Athenian  maid : 

The  graces,  joys,  emoluments  of  life 
From  her  exhauftlefs  bounty  all  lhall  flow. 

The  heavenly  prophet  ceas’d.  Olympus  heard. 

Streight  from  their  ftar-befpangled  thrones  defcend 
On  blooming  Nyfa  a  celeftial  band 

>  Miners,  the  tutelary  goddefs  of  the  Athenians,  to  whom  the  gave 
the  olive, 

E  3 


The 


c  7°  ; 

The  ocean's  lord  to  honour  in  his  chtld  ; 

When  o'er  his  offspring  fmiling  thus  began 
The  trident-ruler.  Commerce  be  thy  name  : 

To  thee  I  give  the  empire  of  the  main. 

From  where  the  morning  breathes  its  eaftern  gale, 
To  th’  undifcover’d  limits  of  the  Well, 

From  chilling  Boreas  to  extreme!!  South 
Thy  lire’s  obfequious  billows  lhall  extend 
Thy  univerfal  reign.  Minerva  next 
With  wifdom  blefs’d  her,  Mercury  with  art, 
k  The  Lemnian  god  with  indullry,  and  lalt 
Majeftic  Phoebus,  o’er  the  infant  long 
In  contemplation  pauling,  thus  declar’d 
From  his  enraptur’d  lip  his  matchlefs  boon. 

Thee  with  divine  invention  I  endow. 

That  fecret  wonder,  Goddefs,  to  difclofe, 

By  which  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
The  heaven-taught  Poet  and  exploring  Sage 
Shall  pafs  recorded  to  the  verge  of  time. 

Her  years  of  childhood  now  were  number’d  o’er. 
When  to  her  mother’s  natal  foil  repair’d 
The  new  divinity,  whofe  parting  Hep 
Her  facred  nurfes  follow’d,  ever  now 
To  her  alone  infeparably  join’d  ; 

Then  firft  deferting  their  Nyfeian  Ihore 
To  fpread  their  hoarded  bleffmgs  round  the  world  ; 


-  Vulcan,  the  rutclary  deity  of  Lemnos. 
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Who  with  them  bore  the  inexhaufted  horn 
Of  ever-fmiling  Plenty.  Thus  adorn’d. 

Attended  thus,  great  Goddefs,  thou  beganft 
Thy  all-enlivening  progrefs  o’er  the  globe. 

Then  rude  and  joylefs,  deftin’d  to  repair 
The  various  ills,  which  earlieft  ages  ru’d 
From  one,  like  thee,  diftinguilh’d  by  the  gifts 
Of  heaven,  Pandora,  whofe  pernicious  hand 
From  the  dire  vafe  releas’d  th’  imprifon’d  woes. 

Thou,  gracious  Commerce,  from  his  cheerlefs  caves 
In  horrid  rocks,  and  folitary  woods. 

The  helplefs  wand’rer  man  forlorn  and  wild 
Didfl  charm  to  fweet  fociety  ;  didft  call 
The  deep  foundations,  where  the  future  pride 
Of  mightiell  cities  rofe,  and  o’er  the  main 
Before  the  wond’ring  Nereids  didft  prefent 
The  furge-dividing  keel,  and  llately  mall, 

Whofe  canvas  wings,  diltending  with  the  gale. 

The  bold  Phoenician  through  Aicides’  llraits 
To  northern  Albion’s  tin-embowel’d  fields. 

And  oft  beneath  the  fea-obfeuring  brow 
Of  cloud-envelop’d  TenerifF  convey’d. 

Next  in  fagacious  thought  th’  ethereal  plains 
Thou  trodll,  exploring  each  propitious  liar 
The  danger-braving  mariner  to  guide  ; 

Then  all  the  latent  and  myllerious  powers 
Of  number  didll  unravel;  laft  to  crown 
Thy  bounties,  Goddefs,  thy  unrival’d  toils 

E4 
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For  man,  Hill  urging  thy  inventive  mind. 

Thou  gav’ft  him  1  letters ;  there  imparting  all. 

Which  lifts  th’  ennobled  fpirit  near  to  heaven. 

Laws,  learning,  wifdom,  nature’s  works  reveal'd 
By  god-like  Sages,  all  Minerva’s  arts, 

Apollo’s  mafic,  and  th'  eternal  voice 
Of  Virtue  founding  from  the  hiltoric  roll. 

The  philofophic  page,  and  poet’s  fong. 

Now  folitude  and  filence  from  the  (hores 
Retreat  on  pathlefs  mountains  to  refide. 

Barbarity  is  polilh’d,  infant  arts 
Bloom  in  the  defart,  and  benignant  peace 
With  hofpitality  begin  to  footh 
Unfocial  rapine,  and  the  thirft  of  blood  ; 

As  from  his  tumid  urn  when  Nilus  fpreads 
His  genial  tides  abroad,  the  favour’d  foil 
That  joins  his  fruitful  border,  firft  imbibes 
The  kindly  ftream  j  anon  the  bounteous  God 
His  waves  extends,  embracing  Egypt  round, 

Dwells  on  the  teeming  champain,  and  endows 
The  fleeping  grain  with  vigour  to  attire 
In  one  bright  harveft  all  the  Pharian  plains  : 

Thus,  when  Pygmalion  from  Phoenician  Tyre 
Had  banilh’d  freedom,  with  difdainful  fteps 
Indignant  Commerce,  turning  from  the  walls 

1  Here  the  opinion  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  is  followed,  that  letters  were 
crl  invented  amongft  the  trading  parts  of  the  world. 
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Herfelf  had  rais’d,  her  welcome  fway  enlarg’d 
Among  the  nations,  fpreading  round  the  globe 
The  fruits  of  all  its  climes  j  m  Cecropian  oil. 

The  Thracian  vintage,  and  Panchaian  gums, 

Arabia’s  fpices,  and  the  golden  grain. 

Which  old  Ofiris  to  his  JE gypt  gave, 

Aod  Ceres  to  n  Sicania.  Thou  didft  raife 
Th’  Ionian  name,  O  Commerce,  thou  the  domes 
Of  fumptuous  Corinth,  and  the  ample  round 

Of  Syracufe  didft  people. - 'All  the  wealth 

Now  thou  aflembleft  from  Iberia’s  mines. 

And  golden-channel’d  Tagus,  all  the  fpoils 
From  fair  0  Trinacria  wafted,  all  the  powers 
Of  conquer’d  Afric’s  tributary  realms 
To  fix  thy  empire  on  the  Lybian  verge. 

Thy  native  trad  j  the  nymphs  of  Nyfa  hail 
Thy  glad  return,  and  echoing  joy  refounds 
O’er  Triton’s  facred  waters,  but  in  vain  : 

The  irreverfible  decrees  of  heaven 
To  far  more  northern  regions  had  ordain’d 
Thy  lafting  feat ;  in  vain  th’  imperial  port 
Receives  the  gather’d  riches  of  the  world  ; 

In  vain  whole  climates  bow  beneath  its  rule  ; 

n>  Athenian.  Athens  was  call’d  Cccropia  from  Cecrops  its  firrt  king, 
n  Sicily. 

°  Another  name  of  Sicily,  which  was  frequently  ravag'd  by  the  Car¬ 
thaginians. 
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Behold  the  toil  of  centuries  to  Rome 
1*6  glories  yields,  and  mould’ring  leaves  no  trace 
Of  its  deep-rooted  greatnefs  ;  thou  with  tears 
From  thy  extinguilh’d  Carthage  didft  retire, 

And  thefe  thy  perilh’d  honours  long  deplore. 

What  though  rich  p  Gades,  what  though  polilli’d  Rhodess 
With  Alexandria,  ^Egypt’s  fplendid  mart. 

The  learn’d  3  Maflylians,  and  r  Ligurian  towers. 

What  though  the  potent  Hanfeatic  league. 

And  Venice,  miftrefs  of  the  Grecian  ifles. 

With  all  th’  TEgean  floods,  awhile  might  footh 
The  fad  remembrance ;  what  though,  led  through  climes 
And  feas  unknown,  with  thee  th’  advent’rous  fons 
Of  s  Tagus  pafs’d  the  ftormy  cape,  which  braves 
The  huge  Atlanic  ;  what  though  Antwerp  grew 
Beneath  thy  fmiles,  and  thou  propitious  there 
Didft  flrower  thy  blefiings  with  unfparing  hands  : 

Still  on  thy  grief-indented  heart  imprefs’d 
The  great  Amilcar’s  valour,  ftill  the  deeds 
Of  Afdrubal  and  Mago,  ftill  the  lofs 
Of  thy  unequal  Annibal  remain’d  : 

Till  from  the  fandy  mouths  of  echoing  Rhine, 

P  Cadiz. 

**  Matfcilles,  a  Grecian  colony,  the  moil:  civilized,  as  well  as  the  greaieft 
trading  city  of  anlier.t  Gaul. 
r  Genca. 

E  The  Portuguefe  difeovtr'd  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in  1437. 
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And  founding  margin  of  the  Scheld  and  Maefc, 

With  fudden  roar  the  angry  voice  of  war 
Alarm’d  thy  languor;  wonder  turn’d  thy  eye. 

Lo  !  in  bright  arms  a  bold  militia  flood. 

Arrang’d  for  battle  :  from  afar  thou  faw’ft 
The  fnowy  ridge  of  Apennine,  the  fields 
Of  wild  Calabria,  and  Pyrene’s  hills. 

The  Guadiana,  and  the  Duro’s  banks, 

And  rapid  Ebrp  gath’ring  all  their  powers 
To  crufli  this  daring  populace.  The  pride 
Qf  fierceft  kings  with  more  inflam’d  levenge 
Ne’er  menac’d  freedom  ;  nor  fince  dauntlefs  Greece, 
And  Rome’s  flern  offspring  none  hath  e’er  furpafs’d 
The  bold  1  Batavian  in  his  glorious  toil 
For  liberty,  or  death.  At  once  the  thought 
Of  long-lamented  Carthage  flies  thy  breafl. 

And  ardent,  Goddefs,  thou  doft  fpeed  to  fave 
The  generous  people.  Not  the  vernal  fliowers, 
Diflil'ing  copious  from  the  morning  clouds, 

Defcend  more  kindly  on  the  tender  flower. 

New  born  and  opeping  on  the  lap  of  Spring, 

Than  on  this  riflng  (late  thy  cheering  fmile. 

And  animating  prefence  ;  while  on  Spain, 

Prophetic  thus,  thy  indignation  broke. 

Infatiate  race  !  the  fhame  of  polifli'd  lands! 
Piigrace  of  Europe  !  for  inhuman  deeds 

t  The  Dutch. 
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And  infolence  renown' d  !  what  demon  led 
Thee  firll  to  plough  the  undifcover’d  furge, 

Which  lav’d  an  hidden  world  ?  whofe  malice  taught 
Thee  iirfl  to  taint  with  rapine,  and  with  rage. 

With  more  than  favage  thirft  of  blood  the  arts-. 

By  me  for  gentleft  intercourfe  ordain’d, 

For  mutual  aids,  and  hofpitable  ties 

From  fhore  to  fhore  ?  Or,  that  pernicious  hour. 

Was  heaven  difgufled  with  its  wondrous  works. 

That  to  thy  fell  exterminating  hand 
Th’  immenfe  Peruvian  empire  it  refign’d, 

And  all,  which  lordly  u  Montezuma  fway’d  ? 

And  corn’ll  thou,  llrengthen’d  with  the  fhining  flores- 
Of  that  gold-teeming  hemifphere,  to  walle 
The  fmiling  fields  of  Europe,  and  extend 
Thy  bloody  lhackles  o’er  thefe  happy  feats 
Of  liberty  r  Prefumptuous  nation,  learn. 

From  this  dire  period  (hall  thy  glories  fade. 

Thy  flaughter’d  youth  lhall  fatten  Belgium’s  fands. 

And  Viflory  againll  her  Albion’s  cliffs 

Shall  fee  the  blood-empurpled  ocean  dafh 

Thy  weltering  holls,  and  ftain  the  chalky  fhore: 

Ev’n  thofe,  whom  now  thy  impious  pride  would  bind 
In  fervile-  chains,  hereafter  lhall  fupport 
Thy  weaken’d  throne ;  when  heaven's  a/Hifling  hand 
Of  all  thy  power  defpoils  thee,  when  alone 

'<r  Montezuma,  emperor  of  Rfeiico. 
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Of  all,  which  e’er  hath  fignalrz’d  thy  name. 

Thy  infolence  and  cruelty  remain. 

Thus  with  her  clouded  vifage,  wrapt  in  frowns. 

The  Goddefs  threaten’d,  and  the  daring  train 
Of  her  untam’d  militia,  torn  with  wounds, 

Defpiling  fortune,  from  repeated  foils 

More  fierce,  and  braving  Famine’s  keenefl  rage. 

At  length  through  deluges  of  blood  (he  led 
To  envied  greatnefs  ;  ev’n  while  clamorous  Mars 
With  loudeft  clangor  bade  his  trumpet  (hake 
The  Belgian  champain,  (he  their  ftandard  rear’d 
On  tributary  Java,  and  the  (hores 
Of  huge  Borneo  ;  thou,  Sumatra,  heard’ft 
Her  naval  thunder,  Ceylon’s  trembling  fons 
Their  fragrant  (lores  of  cinnamon  refign’d. 

And  odour-breathing  Ternate  and  Tidore 
Their  fpicy  groves.  And  O  whatever  coaft. 

The  Belgians  trace,  where’er  their  power  is  fpread. 

To  hoary  Zembla,  or  to  Indian  funs. 

Still  thither  be  extended  thy  renown., 

O  William,  pride  of  Orange,  and  ador’d 
Thy  virtues,  which  difdaining  life,  or  wealth, 

Or  empire,  whether  in  thy  dawn  of  youth, 

Thy  glorious  noon  of  manhood,  or  the  night, 

*  The  fatal  night  of  death,  no  other  care 

*  He  was  aflaflinated  at  Delf.  His  dying  words  w ere,  Lord  heve  mercy 
upon  th't  people.  See  Grot,  de  Bell.  Belg. 
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Beiides  the  public  own’d.  And  dear  to  fairte 
Be  thou,  harmonious  y  Douza  ;  every  Mufe, 

Your  laurel  ftrow  around  this  hero’s  urn. 

Whom  fond  Minerva  grac’d  with  all  her  arts. 

Alike  in  letters  and  in  arms  to  fnir.e, 

A  dauntlefs  warrior,  and  a  learned  bard. 

Him  Spain’s  furrounding  holt  for  {laughter  mark’d. 

With  malfacre  yet  reeking  from  the  lireets 
Of  blood-ftain’d  Hirlem  :  he  on  Leyden’s  tow’rs, 

With  Famine  his  companion,  wan,  fubdu’d 
In  outward  form,  with  patient  virtue  flood 
Superior  to  defpair ;  the  heavenly  Nine 
His  differing  foul  with  great  examples  cheer’d 
Of  memorable  bards,  by  Mars  adorn’d 
With  wreaths  of  fame  ;  z  O^Sgrus  tuneful  fon, 

Who  with  melodious  praife  to  nobleft  deeds 
Charm’d  the  Iolchian  heroes,  and  himfelf 
Their  danger  (har’d  ;  a  Tyrtaeus,  who  reviv’d 
With  animating  verfe  the  Spartan  hopes; 

1  Janus  Douza,  a  famous  poet,  and  the  moll  learned  man  of  his  time. 
He  commanded  in  Leyden  when  it  was  fo  obflinately  befieged  by  the  Spa¬ 
niards  in  1570.  See  Mcurfii  Athen.  Bat. 

z  Orpheus,  or.e  cf  the  Argonauts,  who  fet  fail  from  lolcos,  a  town  in 
Theffalia. 

-  When  the  Spartans  were  greatly  diftrefled  in  the  Meflen'an  war,  they 
applied  to  the  Athenians  for  a  general,  who  fent  them  the  poet  Tyrtius. 
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Brave  ALfchylas  and  c  Sophocles,  around 
Whofe  facred  brows  the  tragic  ivy  twin’d, 

Mix'd  with  the  warrior’s  laurel  ;  all  furpafs’d 
By  Douza’s  valour  :  and  the  generous  toil, 

His  and  his  country’s  labours  foon  receiv’d 

Their  high  reward,  when  favouring  Commerce  rais’d 

Th’  invincible  Batavians,  till,  rever’d 

Among  the  mightied  on  the  blighted  roll 

Of  fame  they  fhone,  by  fplendid  wealth  and  power 

Grac'd  and  fupported  ;  thus  a  genial  foil 

Diffufing  vigour  though  the  infant  oak. 

Affords  it  flrength  to  flouridi,  till  at  lad 
Its  lofty  head,  in  verdant  honours  clad. 

It  rears  amidd  theproudedof  the  grove. 

Yet  here  th’  eternal  fates  thy  lad  retreat 
Deny,  a  mightier  nation  they  prepare 
For  thy  reception,  fufferers  alike 
By  th’  unremitted  infolence  of  power 
From  reign  to  reign,  nor  lefs  than  Belgium  known 
For  bold  contention  oft  on  crimfon  fields. 

In  free  tongu’d  fenates  oft  with  nervous  laws 
To  circumfcribe,  or  conquering  to  depofe 
Their  fceptred  tyrants :  Albion  iea-embrac’d, 

b  AEfchylus,  one  of  the  molt  ancient  tragic  poets,  who  lignalized  himfeif 
in  the  battles  of  Marathon  and  Salaries. 

c  Sophocles  commanded  his  countrymen  the  Athenians,  in  femai 
expeditions. 
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The  joy  of  freedom*  dread  of  treacherous  king3, 

The  dellin’d  miftrefs  of  the  fubjeft  main. 

And  arbitrefs  of  Europe,  now  demands 
Thy  prefence,  Goddefs.  It  was  now  the  time. 

Ere  yet  perfidious  Cromwel  dar’d  profane 
The  facred  fenate,  and  with  impious  feet 
Tread  on  the  powers  of  magiftrates  and  laws. 

While  every  arm  was  chill’d  with  cold  amaze. 

Nor  one  in  all  that  dauntlefs  train  was  found 
To  pierce  the  ruffian’s  heart ;  and  now  thy  name 
Was  heard  in  thunder  through  th’  affrighted  fhores 
Of  pale  Iberia,  of  fubmiffive  Gaul, 

And  Tagus,  trembling  to  his  utmoft  fource. 

O  ever  faithful,  vigilant,  and  brave, 

Thou  bold  affertor  of  Britannia’s  fame. 

Unconquerable  Blake  :  propitious  heaven 
At  this  great  aera,  and  d  the  fage  decree 
Of  Albion’s  fenate,  perfefling  at  once. 

What  by  c  Eliza  was  fo  well  begun, 

So  deeply  founded,  to  this  favour’d  fliore 
The  Goddefs  drew,  where  grateful  fhe  beftow’d 
Th’  unbounded  empire  of  her  father’s  floods. 

And  chofe  thee,  London,  for  her  chief  abode, 

Pleas’d  with  the  filver  Thames,  its  gentle  ftrcam, 

d  The  a£t  of  navigation. 

*  Queen  Elizabeth  was  the  fi  ft  of  our  prince?,  who  gave  any  confider- 
able  encouragement  to  trade. 
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And  fmiling  banks,  its  joy-diffufing  hills, 

Which  clad  with  fplendour,  and  with  beauty  grac’d, 
O’erlook  his  lucid  bofom ;  pleas’d  with  thee, 

Thou  nurfe  of  arts,  and  thy  induftrious  race ; 

Pleas’d  with  their  candid  manners,  with  their  free 
Sagacious  converfe,  to  enquiry  led, 

And  zeal  for  knowledge  ;  hence  the  opening  mind 
Reflgns  its  errors,  and  unfeals  the  eye 
Of  blind  Opinion  ;  Merit  hence  is  heard 
Amidft  its  bluihes,  dawning  arts  arife. 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  ignorance  or  fear 
Spread  o’er  the  paths  of  Virtue,  are  difpell’d. 
Servility  retires,  and  every  heart 
With  public  cares  is  warm’d  ;  thy  merchants  hence, 
llluftrious  city,  thou  doft  raife  to  fame  : 

How  many  names  of  glory  may’ft  thou  trace 
From  earlieft  annals  down  to  e  Barnard’s  times ! 
And,  O  1  if  like  that  eloquence  divine. 

Which  forth  for  Commerce,  for  Britannia’s  rights. 
And  her  infulted  majefty  he  pour’d, 

Thefe  humble  meafures  flow’d,  then  too  thy  walls 
Might  undifgrac’d  refound  thy  poet’s  name. 

Who  now  all-fearful  to  thy  praife  attunes 
His  lyre,  and  pays  his  grateful  fong  to  thee. 

Thy  votary,  O  Commerce  !  Gracious  Power, 
Continue  flill  to  hear  my  vows,  and  blefs 
My  honourable  induftry,  which  courts 
'  Sir  John  Birnard. 

Von.  II.  F 
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No  other  fmile  but  thine ;  for  thou  alone 
Can’ll  wealth  bellow  with  independance  crown’d; 
Nor  yet  exclude  contemplative  repofe, 

But  to  my  dwelling  grant  the  folemn  calm 
Of  learned  leifure,  never  to  reject 
The  vifitation  of  the  tuneful  Maids, 

Who  fcldom  deign  to  leave  their  facred  haunts. 

And  grace  a  mortal  manlion  ;  thou  divide 
With  them  my  labours ;  pleafure  I  refign. 

And,  all  devoted  to  my  midnight  lamp, 

Ev’n  now,  when  Albion  o’er  the  foaming  brealt 
Of  groaning  Tethys  fpreads  its  threat’ning  fleets, 

I  grafp  the  founding  Ihell,  prepar’d  to  ling 
That  hero’s  valour,  who  lhall  bell  confound 
His  injur’d  country’s  foes :  ev’n  now  I  feel 
Celeftial  fires  defcending  on  my  breall. 

Which  prompt  thy  daring  fuppliant  to  explore. 

Why,  though  deriv’d  from  Neptune,  though  rever’d 
Among  the  nations,  by  the  Gods  endow’d. 

Thou  never  yet  from  eldefl  times  hall  found 
One  permanent  abode  ;  why  oft  expell’d 
Thy  favour'd  feats,  from  clime  to  clime  hall  borne 
Thy  wandering  Heps  ;  why  London  late  hath  feen 
(Thy  lov’d,  thy  lad  retreat)  defponding  Care 
O’ercloud  thy  brow  :  O  lillen,  while  the  Mufe, 

Th’  immortal  progeny  of  Jove,  unfolds 
The  fatal  caufe.  What  time  in  Nyfa’s  cave 
Th’  Ethereal  Train,  in  honour  to  thy  fire. 

Shower’d  on  thy  birth  their  blended  gifts,  the  Power 
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Of  War  was  abfent ;  hence,  unblefs’d  by  Mars* 

Thy  fons  relinquiih’d  arms,  on  other  arts 
Intent,  and  ftill  to  mercenary  hands 
The  fword  entrufting,  vainly  deem’d,  that  wealth 
Could  purchafe  lading  fafety,  and  proteft 
Unwarlike  Freedom  ;  hence  the  Alps  in  vain 
Were  pafs’d,  their  long  impenetrable  fnows 
And  dreary  torrents ;  fwoln  with  Roman  dead, 

Aftonifh’d  f  Trebia  overflow’d  its  banks 
In  vain,  and  deep-dy’d  Trafimenus  roll’d 
Its  crimfon  waters  ;  Cannae’s  flgnal  day 
The  fame  alone  of  great  Amilcar’s  fon 
Enlarg’d,  while  ftill  undifciplin’d,  difmay’d. 

Her  head  commercial  Carthage  bow’d  at  laft 
To  military  Rome  :  th’  unalter’d  will 
Of  heaven  in  every  climate  hath  ordain’d. 

And  every  age,  that  empire  (hall  attend 
The  fword,  and  fteel  fhall  ever  conquer  gold. 

Then  from  thy  fufterings  learn ;  th’  aufpicious  hour 
Now  fmiles  ;  our  wary  magiftrates  have  arm’d 
Our  hands ;  thou,  Goddefs,  animate  our  breads 
To  call  inglorious  indolence  aflde, 

That  once  again,  in  bright  battalions  rang’d. 

Our  thoufands  and  ten  thoufands  may  be  feen 
Their  country’s  only  rampart,  and  the  dread 
Of  wild  Ambition.  Mark  the  Swedilh  hind  ; 

He,  on  his  native  foil  fhould  danger  lour, 

f  Trebia,  Trafimenus  lacus,  and  Cannae,  famous  for  the  riftorrau 
gained  by  Anr.ibal  over  the  Romans. 
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Soon  from  the  entrails  of  the  dufky  mine 
Would  rife  to  arms  ;  and  other  fields  and  chiefs 
With  Helfingburg  s  and  Steinboch  foon  would  fhare 
The  admiration  of  the  northern  world  : 

Helvetia’s  hills  behold,  th’  aerial  feat 
Of  long-fupported  Liberty,  who  thence. 

Securely  refting  on  her  faithful  fhield. 

The  warrior’s  corfelet  flaming  on  her  bread. 

Looks  down  with  fcorn  on  fpacious  realms,  which  groan 
In  fervitude  around  her,  and,  her  fword 
With  dauntlefs  fkill  high  brandifhing,  defies 
The  Auflrian  eagle,  and  imperious  Gaul  : 

And  O  could  thofe  ill-fated  fhades  arife 
Whofe  valiant  ranks  along  th’  enfanguin'd  duft 
Of  h  Newbury  lay  crouded,  they  could  tell, 

«  Helfingburg,  a  fmall  town  in  Schonen,  celebrated  for  the  victory, 
which  Count  Steinboch  gain’d  over  the  Danes  with  an  army,  for  the  moft 
part  compofed  of  Swedifh  peafar  ts,  who  had  never  feen  an  enemy  befoie  : 
it  is  remarkable,  that  the  defeated  troops  were  as  compleat  a  body  of  re¬ 
gular  forces  as  any  in  all  Europe, 

h  The  London  train’d-bands,  and  auxiliary  regiments,  (of  whofe  inex¬ 
perience  of  danger,  or  any  kind  of  fervice,  beyond  the  eafy  pra&ice  of  their 
poftures  in  the  Artillery-Ground,  had  till  then  too  cheap  an  efiinaation)  be¬ 
haved  themfelves  to  wonder  ;  and  were,  in  truth,  the  prefervation  of  that 
army  that  day.  For  they  flood  as  a  bulwark  and  rampire  to  defend  the 
reft;  and  when  their  wings  of  horfe  v.  eie  fcattered  and  difperfed,  kept 
their  ground  fo  fteadily,  that  though  Prince  Rupert  himfelf  led  up  the 
choice  horfe  to  charge  them,  and  endured  the  florm  of  fmall  fhot,  he 
could  make  no  impreflion  on  their  ftand  of  pikes  j  but  was  forced  to 
wheel  about,  Clarer.d.  book  7  pag.  347. 
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How  their  long-matchlefs  cavalry,  fo  oft 
O'er  hills  of  flain  by  ardent  Rupert  led, 

Whofe  dreaded  ftandard  Vi&ory  had  wav’d. 

Till  then  triumphant,  ther,e  with  nobleft  blood 
From  their  gor’d  fquadrons  dy’d  the  reftive  fpear 
Of  London’s  firm  militia,  and  refign’d 
The  well-difputed  field  ;  then,  Goddefs,  fay. 

Shall  we  be  now  more  tinjid,  when  behold. 

The  blackning  ftorm  now  gathers  round  our  heads. 
And  England’s  angry  Genius  founds  to  arpis  ? 

For  thee,  remember,  is  the  banner  fpread ; 

The  naval  tower  to  vindicate  thy  rights 
Will  fweep  the  curling  foam ;  the  thundring  bomb 
Will  roar,  and  ftartle  in  the  deepeft  grots 
Old  Nereus’  daughters  ;  with  combuftion  ftor’d 
For  thee  our  dire  volcano’s  of  the  main. 
Impregnated  with  horror,  foon  will  pour 
-Their  flaming  ruin  round  each  hoftile  fleet : 

Thou  then,  great  Goddefs,  fummon  all  thy  powers. 
Arm  all  thy  fons,  thy  vafials,  every  heart 
Inflame:  and  you,  ye  fear-difclaiming  race. 

Ye  mariners  of  Britain,  chofen  train 
Of  Liberty  and  Commerce,  now  no  more 
Secrete  your  generous  valour ;  hear  the  call 
Of  injur’d  Albion ;  to  her  foes  prefent 
Thofe  daring  bofoms,  which  alike  difdain 
The  death  difploding  cannon,  and  the  rage 
Of  warring  tempefts,  mingling  in  their  ftrife 
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The  feas  and  clouds :  though  long  in  filence  hufh’d 
Hath  ilept  the  Britilh  thunder ;  though  the  pride 
Of  weak  Iberia  hath  forgot  the  roar  ; 

Soon  fhall  her  ancient  terrors  be  recall’d. 

When  your  victorious  fhouts  affright  her  fhores  : 
None  now  ignobly  will  your  warmth  redrain. 

Nor  hazard  more  indignant  Valour’s  curfe, 

Their  country’s  wrath,  and  Time’s  eternal  fcorn  ; 
Then  bid  the  Furies  of  Bellona  wake, 

And  filver-mantled  Peace  with  welcome  fteps 
Anon  fhall  vifit  your  triumphant  ifle. 

And  that  perpetual  fafety  may  poffefs 
Our  joyous  fields,  thou,  Genius,  who  prefid’d 
O’er  this  illuftrious  city,  teach  her  fons 
To  wield  the  noble  indruments  of  war  ; 

And  let  the  great  example  foon  extend 
Through  every  province,  till  Britannia  fees 
Her  docile  millions  fill  the  martial  plain. 

Then,  whatfoe’er  our  terrors  now  fugged 
Of  defolation  and  th’  invading  fword  ; 

Though  with  his  maffy  trident  Neptune  heav’d 
A  new-born  idhmus  from  the  Britifh  deep. 

And  to  its  parent  continent  rejoin’d 

Our  chalky  fhore  ;  though  Mahomet  could  league 

His  powerful  crefcent  with  the  hofcile  Gaul, 

And  that  new  Cyrus  of  the  conquer’d  Ead, 

Who  now  in  trembling  vaflalage  unites 
The  Ganges  and  Euphrates,  could  advance 
With  his  auxiliar  hod ;  our  warlike  youth 
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With  1  equal  numbers,  and  with  keener  zeal 
For  children,  parents,  friends,  for  England  fir’d. 

Her  fertile  glebe,  her  wealthy  towns,  her  laws. 

Her  liberty,  her  honour,  fhould  fuftain 

The  dreadful  onfet,  and  refiftlefs  break 

Th’  immenfe  array ;  thus  ev’n  the  lighted;  thought 

E’er  to  invade  Britannia’s  calm  repofe 

Muft  die  the  moment,  that  aufpicious  Mars 

Her  fons  fhall  blefs  with  difcipline  and  arms ; 

That  exil’d  race,  in  fuperftition  nurs’d. 

The  fervile  pupils  of  tyrannic  Rome, 

With  diftant  gaze  defpairing  fhall  behold 
The  guarded  fplendors  of  Britannia’s  crown  ; 

Still  from  their  abdicated  fvvay  eftrang’d, 

With  all  th’  attendance  on  defpotic  thrones, 

Priefts,  ignorance,  and  bonds ;  with  watchful  Hep 
Gigantic  Terror,  finding  round  our  coafi, 

Shall  lhake  his  gorgon  asgis,  and  the  hearts 
Of  proudeft  kings  appal  ;  to  other  Ihores 
Our  angry  fleets,  when  infolence  and  wrongs 
To  arms  awaken  our  vindi&ive  power. 

Shall  bear  the  hideous  wafie  of  ruthlefs  war $ 

But  liberty,  fecurity,  and  fame 

Shall  dwell  for  ever  on  our  chofen  plains. 

1  If  the  computation,  which  allots  near  two  miilions  of  fighting  men  to 
this  kingdom  may  be  relied  on  ;  it  is  not  eafy  to  conceive,  how  the  unite  ! 
force  of  the  whole  world  could  affemble  together,  and  fubfift  in  an  enemy’s 
eeuntry  greater  numbers,  than  they  would  find  oppofed  to  them  here. 
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modern  virtue,  a  satire. 


"  T  ET  venal  annals  boaft  a  Casfar’s  reign, 

-L'  When  Rome’s  great  genius  hugg’d  th’  imperial  chain, 
“  Freedom,  gay  Goddefs,  glads  our  happier  ifle, 

“  Peace  fmooths  her  brow,  as  Plenty  decks  her  fmile; 

“  In  every  fon  th’  infpirer  lives  confefs’d, 

“  And  lights  up  all  the  patriot  in  his  bread;, 

“  Breathes  the  fame  focial  warmth  from  foul  to  foul, 

“  Till  widening  Nature  pants  but  for  a  whole. 

“  Shines  he  in  life’s  meridian  beam  difplay’d, 

“  Or  gives  his  milder  virtues  to  the  lhade; 

“  Glares  the  proud  ribbon,  nods  the  martial  crefl, 

“  Or  flaunt  the  tatters  on  his  motly  veft ; 

“  The  godlike  Briton  fills  his  every -fphere 
“  Without  a  frailty,  and  without  a  fear. 

“  If  rich  :  Bright  image  of  the  Eternal  Mind, 

“  His  opening  bofom  takes  in  all  mankind  ; 

“  Where'er  he  comes,  Health  triumphs  o’erDifeafe, 

“  Hope  glads  Defpair,  and  Anguilh  melts  to  eafe. 

“  Is  Knowledge  his  ?  He  lends  his  every  art, 

“  'J'o  rear  the  genius,  and  to  mould  the  heart; 
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"  Fondly  purfues  with  Boyle’s  aufpicious  blaze 
“  Truth  thro’  her  mafques,  and  Nature  thro’  her  maze  ; 
«*  To  heedlefs  juftice  gives  the  weli-poiz’d  fcale, 

“  And  raifes  Commerce  as  he  guides  the  fail. 

“  Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  lives  but  to  defend  j 
‘‘  The  ftatefman  only  dignifies  the  friend  : 

Difarms  Oppreffion,  prunes  Ambition’s  wing, 

And  ftifles  Fadtion  ere  (he  darts  her  (ting  ; 

“  Enriches  every  coffer  but  his  own, 

And  (hields  the  cottage  while  he  guards  the  throne  ; 
“  Sees  at  his  nod  our  plunder’d  rights  reftor’d, 

“  And  Europe  trembling  when  he  grafps  the  fvyord.” 

Thus  fung  the  Mufe  w'hen  Fancy  vigorous  ran, 

And  warm’d  the  youth,  ere  Rcafon  form’d  the  man  ; 
Life  thro’  Opinion’s  falfe  perfpeflive  feen, 

With  mimic  beauty  glow’d  in  every  fcene  ; 

Drefs’d  in  an  angel’s  vifionary  form, 

Vice  aim'd  to  pleafe,  and  Madnefs  learn’d  to  charm 
Rebellion  foften’d  into  public  love. 

And  each  enormous  villain  feem’d  a  Jove, 

Doubly  deceiv’d,  what  Lelius  could  I  find 
To  chafe  the  phantoms,  or  to  free  the  mind  ? 

No  Lelius  came,  no  Seraph  lent  his  aid. 

No  pitying  Genius  whifper’d  in  the  glade. 

It  chanc’d  that  Virtue  heard  th’  untutor’d  lays, 

Still  madly  lifping  with  the  voice  of  praife  ; 

She  heard,  as  thro’  the- mall  the  Goddefs  ftray’d, 

When  the  gay  world  had  peopled  all  the  fhade. 
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Mild  as  the  foftnefs  of  a  vernal  fky. 

Youth  flufh’d  her  cheek,  while  caution  arm’d  her  eye; j 
Half  loofe  majeftic  flow’d  her  azure  veft, 

A  fpotlefs  ruby  bled  upon  her  breafl. 

At  every  ftep  kind  Nature  felt  her  power, 

Soft  blew  the  zephyr,  and  foft  fprung  the  flower  ; 

A  brighter  frelhnefs  hung  on  every  green. 

And  a  new  Eden  flole  upon  the  fcene, 

Awhile  flie  paus’d,  and  with  a  frown  furvcy’d 
The  mingling  fwarm  of  tatters  and  brocade. 

When,  as  the  Goddefs  wav’d  th’  ethereal  fpear. 

Pride  dropt  her  fmile,  and  Artifice  her  tear ; 

Lull  threw  afide  Religion’s  borrow’d  grace, 

A  leering  Satyr  gloated  in  her  face ; 

The  prude,  who  fainted  at  the  name  of  vice. 

Now  hugg’d  the  bottle,  and  now  grafp’d  the  dice  ; 
While  tortur’d  with  the  town’s  obfcener  ail, 

A  Saint  flood  melting  o’er  a  lufcious  tale. 

Here,  the  bribe  glitter’d  in  a  Courtier’s  hand  ; 

There,  the  grave  Patriot  bellow’d— for  a  wand: 

Full  in  his  eye  th’  enchanting  objeft  hung, 

And  dying  Freedom  gafp’d  upon  his  tongue. 

All  who  to  Drury’s  deadly  flews  refort, 

Rob  at  the  Change,  or  plunder  in  the  Court, 

Stripp’d  of  their  mafques  in  wild  diforder  rofe. 

One  w’ith  a  halter,  one  without  a  nofe ; 

So  oddly  mix’d,  fo  excellently  ill. 

Such  motly  fpectres  of  Quevedo’s  hell  ; 


They’d 
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They’d  make  a  Jefuit  quit  the  abfolving  chair, 

A  brothel  tremble,  and  a  conclave  flare. 

So  when,  where  Bedlam’s  air-drefs’d  vifions  dwell, 

Tom  flalks  a  ftraw-crown’d  monarch  in  his  cell ; 

Juft  as  he  foars  tremendous  to  a  God, 

And  the  wing’d  thunder  only  waits  his  nod  ; 

Shudd’ring,  he  hears  his  keeper’s  Turly  tone. 

He  hears,  and  horror  wraps  his  tott’ring  throne  ; 

Crowns  drop  their  luflre,  fcepters  lofe  their  awe. 

Robes  fly  to  rags,  and  empires  fink  to  ftraw. 

“  Learn  hence,  fair  Virtue  cry’d,  miftaken  youth, 

“  What  various  monfters  wear  the  guife  of  Truth. 

“  Deck'd  with  each  grace,  immortal  Merit  (hews 
The  cheek  that  reddens,  and  the  foul  that  glows ; 

**  With  heaven’s  own  image  beaming  in  his  eye, 

“  Man  fmiles  a  dagger,  and  he  looks  a  lie.” 

She  fpoke,  and  lo  !  the  long-mifguided  fire. 

With  every  number,  flept  along  the  lyre. 

Say  then,  my  friend  !  whole  virtues  are  my  pride, 

Whofe  candour  foothes  me,  while  thy  precepts  guide  ; 

Thou  whofe  quick  eye  has  look’d  thro’  every  age, 

View’d  every  fcene,  and  ftudied  every  fage ;  f 

Say,  fhall  I  praife  th’  efcutcheon’s  proud  record. 

When  a  loft  Brutus  finks  into  a  lord  ? 

With  firlfome  fing-fong  after  fnadows  run. 

And  ftill  mifrake  a  meteor  for  a  fun  ? 

Shall  I  be  filent,  while  from  day  to  day 
Bellville  in  bagnios  revels  Lfe  away  ; 


Flagitious 
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Flagitious  drops  the  majefty  of  power 
In  the  mad  mifchiefs  of  the  midnight  hour  ; 

No  flatterer  left  to  daub,  no  friend  to  aid, 

By  Arum  pets  plunder’d,  and  by  wits  betray’d  ? 

Rous’d  at  the  thought,  keen  Satire  fpurns  her  chain. 
Springs  with  new  life,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 

On  Vice,  impatient,  wreaks  her  gathering  rage, 

And  bids  the  tyrant  bleed  thro’  all  the  page. 

Broods  Ihe  in  purple  o’er  the  venal  bar, 

Struts  in  a  gown,  or  blazes  in  a  fiar  ? 

My  pen  ihall  trace  her  out  from  flave  to  flave, 

Nor  dares  Oblivion  fcreen  her  in  the  grave. 

Come  then,  ye  felf-curs’d  atheilts  !  who  degrade 
Truth  to  a  found,  and  fcripture  to  a  trade; 

Ye  bearded  fycophants  !  who  life  fupply 
With  the  warm  fun-fhine  of  a  minion’s  eye  ; 

Ye  French  editions  of  a  Britiih  fool ; 

Abroad  a  cypher,  and  at  home  a  fool ; 

Ye — — - 

F  R  f  E  N  D. 

Are  you  mad  ?  or  have  you  loft  all  grace  ? 

'What,  write  a  fatire  when  you  want  a  place  ! 

Hold,  hold,  for  God’s  fake,  ere  your  friends  beftow 
A  few  ftout  cords  ;  and  fend  you  to  Monro  k. 

Would  you  avoid  the  pedant’s  learned  fneer  ? 

Awe  the  pert  fop  ?  or  footh  a  doftor’s  ear  ? 

k  PhyGcian  to  Bsthlem  hofpital, 
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Heedlefs  of  all  tlie  phantom  Sillers  play'd. 

From  cloud-topt  Pindus  to  the  Latian  lhade, 

Purfue  deep  Science  thro’  her  mazy  road, 

Hunt  every  page,  and  crawl  from  code  to  code; 
Where  mully  fyllems  folid  joy  difpenfe. 

And  wife  Smiglecius  fills  the  void  of  fenfe  ; 

Or  proud  fome  more  important  truths  to  learn, 
Dream  o’er  the  labour’d  gloftaries  of  Hearn  : 

So  you  may  live,  approv’d,  perhaps  preferr’d, 

Your  wifdom  gravely  meafur'd  by  your  beard. 

But  foft - Your  aim’s  to  civilize  mankind. 

To  wake  each  focial  virtue  of  the  mind  ; 

To  ftrip  from  Vice  the  gay  difguife  of  art. 

And  bare  the  villain  lurking  in  the  heart; 

For  this  you  grafp  the  falchion,  fpread  the  lhield, 

A  pigmy  Quixot  in  the  ’lifted ' field- 
Time  was,  when  fatire  delicately  nice 
Cou'd  rouze  each  virtue,  and  cou’d  blaft  each  vice  ; 
Truth  learn’d  to  pleafe  from  iEfop’s  fabling  tongue. 
And  Rome  grew  virtuous  when  her  Ennius  fung. 
Once  loll  to  goodnefs,  but  now  loll  to  lhame. 

We  court  dilhonour,  as  we  laugh’d  at  fame  ; 

With  the  fame  raptures  plunge  in  every  crime, 
Tho’  fifty  Oldhams  llab  in  every  rhime. 

A  native  fin  each  vigorous  Frenchman  hails. 
Politely  partial  to  his  own  Verfailles. 

There,  toujours  gai,  he  loves  a  loofer  rein  ; 

His  Mifs,  la  Contelfe,  and  his  wine  Champagne. 


Britain, 
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Britain,  more  generous,  every  vice  provides* 

That  Europe  ripens,  and  that  Afia  hides. 

Th’  enormous  harveft  to  our  ports  confign’d 
Loads  every  fhip,  and  bufies  every  wind. 

Soon  a  vaft  group  of  follies  croud  the  Ihore, 

As  foon  they  cloy. - Fly  hence,  and  fetch  us  more. 

Quick  fpread  th’  impatient  fail  from  pole  to  pole. 

Ye  zephyrs,  waft  her  !  and  ye  oceans,  roll  ? 

Strike  whom  you  pleafe,  and  write  whate’er  you  will, 
Harpax  will  cheat,  and  Phillis  hide  fpadille  : 

Hircus  in  brothels  impotently  toil. 

And  Verres  murder  merit  with  a  fmile  : 

Murder,  fecure  of  fame,  for  vulgar  eyes 
Will  fall  adore  him,  tho’  the  good  delpife  ; 

At  his  rich  coat  and  gorgeous  chariot  gaze. 

And  lofe  at  once  th’  affaffin  in  the  blaze. 

E’en  Young  himfelf,  diftinguifn’d,  lov’d,  cared. 
Mark’d  by  each  eye,  and  hugg’d  to  every  bread. 

Sees  he  among  this  vicious  race  of  men 
One  rafcal  mended  when  he  grafps  the  pen  ? 

Still  at  the  levee  fwarms  the  venal  tribe, 

And  Hill  Corruption  longs  for  every  bribe. 

AUTHOR. 

What  then  ?  If  Vice  unblulhing  hears  the  fage, 

Shall  Reafon  druggie  in  the  check  of  age  r 
Shall  Truth  fhut  up  in  complaifance  her  heart, 

Young  lend  a  fmile,  and  Satire  drop  her  dart  ? 


No, 


<  79  ) 

No,  let  the  fiend-like  heads  of  Hydra  grow. 

Rife  as  he  ftrikes,  and  double  from  the  blow  ; 

One  honeft  drudge  our  Hercules  has  found. 

To  fear  the  monfter  fprouting  in  the  wound. 

Come,  come,  my  friend  ;  throw  off  this  rifing  frown* 
Nor  curb  my  paflions  while  you  loofe  your  own. 

Oft  have  you  bid  proud  Thrafo  mend  his  life. 

Who  kick’d  a  filler,  and  who  ftarv’d  a  wife  ; 

Nay,  infolently  dar’d  to  tell  her  grace. 

That  virtue  made  a  Goddefs,  not  the  face, 

F  RIEKD, 

When  brifker  fpirits  thro’  the  bofom  roll. 

And  life’s  mad  tumult  rulhes  on  the  foul ; 

Each  beardlefs  Cato  wings  with  awkward  zeal 
His  little  arrow  ere  he  learns  to  feel ; 

Fierce  as  old  Appius,  apes  th’  infulting  air, 

Th’  uplifted  eye-brow,  and  the  lordly  flare. 

So  I - But  now  that  age  with  fmooth  career 

Wafts  cooler  notions  on  my  fixtieth  year  j 
Loft  to  each  hope,  each  vifionary  joy. 

Pomps  that  difturb,  and  vanities  that  cloy ; 

Heedlefs  what  wit’s  calhier’d,  what  fool’s  careft. 

Who  lives  an  hero,  or  who  lives  a  jell, 

I  view  the  world’s  romantic  fcene  pafs  by. 

And  ftifle  all  my  anger  in  a  figh. 

While  thus  my  days  fteal  on  the  wing  of  time, 
Uuftain’d  by  wit,  and  guiltlefs  of  a  rhyme, 


Unnumber’d 
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tJnnumber’d  ills  the  dreaded  Satirift  wait, 

Stand  fall,  Olympus !  and  fupport  him,  Fate  ! 

See  !  frantic  Dulnefs  panting  for  the  war, 

Grafps  the  keen  fpear,  and  mounts  th’  imperial  car. 

Shrill  clarions  found,  attending  Furies  yell, 

The  length’ning  echo  howls  thro’  every  cell  ; 

Rous’d  by  th’  infpiring  clang,  each  mighty  fon, 

Congenial  offspring  of  his  fire,  the  Hun, 

Slides  from  his  garret  formidably  gay, 

An  human  vulture  darting  on  his  prey. 

All  they  whofe  fcience  loads  th’  incumber’d  flail. 

Who  wound  the  wainfcot,  and  who  daub  the  wall. 
Luxurious  rogues,  that  revel  once  a  week 
On  the  rich  feafl  of  viflo’s  and  ox-cheek  ; 

From  the  foft  lyric  to  the  wretch  who  fqualls 
The  Mint -born  ballad  at  the  end  of  Paul’s, 

Around  the  flag  in  martial  pomp  appear. 

Curl  in  the  van,  and  Ofborne  in  the  rear. 

Th’  impatient  battle  joins,  and  lo  !  at  once 

The  fame  wild  phrenzy  fpreads  from  dunce  to  dunce. 

Fir’d  with  one  foul,  the  fhirtlefs  legions  run. 

One  hurls  a  journal,  and  one  darts  a  pun. 

In  fnip-fnap  profe  vindictive  lightnings  play. 

And  loud  hoarfe  thunders  rattle  thro’  the  lay. 

Quick  and  more  quick,  the  dire  difcordant  din 
Rolls  thro’  each  hall,  and  roars  from  inn  to  inn  ; 

Wakes  the  loud  horrors  of  the  wrangling  fchool, 

Where  Prifcian  bawls,  and  fool  re-echoes  fool. 

B* 
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But  fhould  you  all  the  mighty  mad  defeat* 

Who  howl  in  Bedlam,  and  who  ftun  the  Fleet, 

See  the  pert  critic  tremble  to  engage. 

Wit  blunt  her  fling,  and  Envy  drop  her  rage  ; 

Yet  can  poor  Innocence  to  mercy  awe 
Thofe  deadlier  pefts,  the  harpies  of  the  law  ? 

Another  P — n  fhields  each  worthlefs  lord. 

Arms  the  dread  fcourge,  and  whets  th’  avenging  fword 
Where  he,  great  genius  !  throws  his  letter’d  eye, 
Truth  flares  a  libel,  Honefty  a  lye. 

Young  embryo  treafons  in  each  period  fhine. 

And  fancy’d  poifons  kill  thro’  every  line. 

He  fure  will  curb  you,  tho’  my  precepts  fail. 

No  ftoic  bullies  when  he  fmells  a  jail, 

Confcious  that  W’ifdom  mounts  her  throne  too  late* 
When  doom’d  to  war  ble  ethics  thro’  a  grate. 

AUTHOR. 

Speak  you  of  Claudius  ?  Let  the  minion  rave. 

Say  Pitt’s  a  fool,  and  Lyttelton’s  a  knave. 

Call  wit  a  libel,  and  yet  never  fee 
Swords  in  a  brief,  or  poifons  in  a  fee. 

But  from  my  foul  all  fcandal  I  deleft, 

Truth  forms  my  numbers,  as  Ihe  warms  my  breaft* 
Learns  me  to  triumph  o’er  a  pimp’s  difdain. 

And  bids  me  laugh  when  Claudius  threats  the  chain. 

What,  fhall  I  ftrive  to  dignify  difgrace  ? 

And  hail  a  patriot  lefs’ning  in  a  place  f 

Vofc.  II.  G 
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Rear  the  proud  trophy  on  a  foldier’s  grave, 

Who  liv’d  a  coward,  and  who  dy’d  a  flave  ? 

Shall  I  on  Vice’s  pageantry  attend, 

Croud  to  her  car,  and  at  her  altars  bend  ? 

Rather,  where  Indian  funs  their  rays  unfold, 

And  ripen  half  Potofi  into  gold. 

Let  me  beneath  a  Spaniard's  infult  pine, 

Crouch  to  the  fcourge,  and  drudge  from  mine  to  mine. 

Yet  is  there  one,  my  friend  !  who  Ihines  confell 
With  all  that  heaven  damps  upon  the  bread, 

Who,  nobly  confcious  of  paternal  fire. 

Feeds  the  bright  blaze,  and  beams  upon  his  fire. 

Mine  be  the  talk  to  fwell  from  day  to  day 
Th’  applauding  prean,  and  the  loud  huzza  ; 

To  bid  our  fons  with  filial  fondnefs  warm. 

Eye  every  grace,  and  copy  every  charm  ; 

Explore  his  purpofe,  catch  his  God-like  rage. 

And  be  the  Maltons  of  another  age. 

My  verfe,  you  fay,  will  certainly  offend. 

Who  ?  Not  the  man  whom  Virtue  calls  her  friend. 
Virtue,  like  gold,  of  genuine  worth  polfefs’d, 

Shines  out  more  radiant  when  Ihe  dares  the  ted. 

Swords  arm  her  bofom,  racks  her  vigour  raife, 

And  all  hell’s  fires  but  give  her  ftrength  to  blaze. 

Can  truth  than  hurt  her  i  wound  her  facred  ear? 

Wake  the  keen  pang  ?  or  rouze  th’  impafiion’d  tear  ? 
’Tis  true,  the  felfilh  mercenary  train. 

Whom  honours  libel,  and  whom  titles  flain, 
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Struck  with  the  face  in  Satire’s  mirror  (howri, 
Perhaps  may  tremble,  and  perhaps  may  frown. 
Thanks  to  their  rage,  my  days  will  happier  flow. 
And  my  joys  brighten  when  a  knave’s  my  foe. 

Yet  think  not  that  the  Mufe,  to  fpleen  refign’d. 
Aims  monfter-like  to  fwallow  up  mankind. 

Bids  her  keen  fhafts  with  baleful  vengeance  fly. 
Taint  the  pure  breeze,  and  poifon  half  the  flcy. 

Or  fond  to  fpread  deftru&ion  thro’  the  land. 

Exults  with  Nero  as  Ihe  lights  the  brand  ; 

With  honeft  warmth  Ihe  withes  to  controul 
Each  deadly  weed  that  blofloms  on  the  foul, 

That  wildly  vigorous  mocks  at  Virtue’s  toil. 

That  choaks  the  fcion,  and  that  robs  the  foil ; 

But  fadly  confcious  that  juft  heaven  has  made 
Each  grace  to  border  on  its  kindred  {hade; 

That  in  the  gem  fome  fullying  vein  will  run. 

And  the  dilk  darken  while  there  lhines  a  fun  ; 

The  melting  image  gains  upon  her  heart. 

And  fpite  of  juftice  half  difarms  the  dart. 

Oh  !  let  me  then  in  Fable’s  empire  rove, 

Where  talks  the  foreft,  and  where  laughs  the  grove; 
Attend  the  Goddefs  thro’  her  airy  fcene. 

Her  piflures  borrow,  and  her  morals  glean  ; 

From  wolves  and  lions  draw  th’  inftrudive  tale. 

And  hide  the  glare  of  reafon  in  a  veil. 

Bleft  be  the  thought.  Here  guiltlefs  of  offence, 
Difpa{fion’d  Truth  may  fneer  you  into  fepfe  ; 
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On  vicious  men  her  whole  artillery  play. 

Sublimely  grave  or  whimfically  gay  ; 

Thro’  the  wide  world  in  moral  vifion  range. 

Glide  thro’  the  Court,  and  fieal  upon  the  Change ; 
Lull’s  rampant  emprefs  keenly-ey’d  purfue. 

Or  opening  in  her  Paphos,  or  the  Hew  ; 

Lethargic  Jullice  on  the  bench  afTail, 

Edge  the  dull  fword,  and  poife  th’  unequal  fcale  : 
With  Rabelais’  jell  dilplay  th’  officious  knave, 

In  life’s  mad  vortex  whirling  to  the  grave  ; 

Point  at  Opinion’s  felf- embroider’d  veil. 

Folly’s  gay  plume,  and  Pride’s  enormous  creft. 
Each  frenzy  mortify,  each  vice  confound. 

And  Self -conviction  only  feel  the  wound. 
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A 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 


Mrs.  MARGARET  WOFFINGTON*. 


BY  JOHN  HOOL.E 


F/ebi/is  ineiignos  elegia  fol=ve  capillos,  . 

Ah  !  nimis  ex  ‘vera  nunc  tibi  nomen  erlt.  Ovid 


HERE  fled  the  fair,  that  all  beholders  charm’d. 


X  Whofe  beauty  fir’d  .us,  and  whole  fpirit  warm'd  ! 
In  that  fad  figh  th’  unwilling  breath  retir’d  ; 

The  grace,  the  glory  of  our  fcene  expir’d  ! 

And  fhall  fhe  die,  the  Mufe’s  rites  unpaid, 

No  grateful  lays  to  deck  her  parting  fhade  ? 

While  on  her  bier  the  filler  Graces  mourn. 

And  weeping  Tragedy  bedews  her  urn  ? 

While  Comedy  her  chearful  vein  foregoes. 

And  learns  to  melt  with  unaccufiom’d  woes  ? 

Accept  (O  once  admir’d)  thefe  artlefs  lays ; 

Accept  this  mite  of  tributary  praife. 

'Oh  !  could  I  paint  thee  with  a  mailer’s  hand. 

And  give  thee  all  thy  merits  could  demand  ; 

Thefe  lines  lhould  glow  with  true  poetic  flame, 

Rright  as  thy  eyes,  and  faultlefs  as  thy  frame ! 


*  She  died  the  28th  of  March,  1760. 

G  3 


We 


I 


(  86  ) 

We  mourn’d  thy  abfence,  from  our  fcene  retir’d. 
Each  longing  heart  again  thy  charms  defin'd. 

Yet  Hill,  alas  1  we  hop’d  again  to  view 
Our  wi(h,  our  pleafure,  every  joy  in  you  ! 

Again  thy  looks  might  grace  the  tragic  rage ; 

Again  thy  fpirit  fill  the  comic  llage. 

But  lo  !  Difeafe  hangs  hovering  o’er  thy  head  ; 

Dire  Danger  ftalks  around  thy  frighted  bed  ! 

Thofe  Harry  eyes  have  loll  each  beamy  ray. 

And  ghaftly  Sicknefs  makes  the  fair  her  prey  ! 

Death  (huts  the  fcene !— and  all  our  hopes  are  o'er  ! 
Thofe  beauties  now  mult  glad  the  fight  no  more  ! 

Say  ye,  whofe  features  youthful  luftre  bloom, 
Whofe  lips  exhale  Arabia’s  foft  perfume. 

Mull  every  gift  in  filent  dull  be  loft. 

No  more  the  vvilh  of  man,  or  female  boaft  ? 

Ah  me  !  with  time  mull  every  grace  be  fled  1 
She  once  the  pride  of  all  our  llage,  is  dead  1 
Clos’d  are  thofe  eyes  that  every  bofom  fir’d  ! 

Pale  are  thofe  charms  that  every  heart  infpir’d  ! 
Where  now  the  mien  with  majelly  endu’d. 

Which  oft  furpri^’d  a  ravilh’d  audience  view’d  : 

What  forms  too  oft  the  tragic  fcene  difgrace  ? 
What  tailelefs  airs  the  comic  fcene  deface  ? 

Tho’  tuneful  Cibber  Hill  the  Mufe  fuftains. 

By  nature  fram’d  to  pour  the  moving  drains, 

Tho’  from  her  eye  each  heart-felt  paflion  breaks, 
And  more  than  mufic  warbles  when  Ihe  fpeaks; 


When 
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When  (hall  we  view  again,  like  thine,  conjoin’d, 
A  form  angelic,  and  a  piercing  mind  ? 

Alike  in  every  mimic  fcene  to  fleer, 

The  gay,  the  grave,  the  lively,  and  fevere. 

Thy  judgment  faw,  thy  tafte  each  beauty  caught. 
No  fenfclefs  parrot  of  the  poet’s  thought! 

Thy  bofom  well  cou’d  heave  with  fancy’d  woe. 
And,  from  thy  own,  our  tears  were  taught  to  flow. 
Whene’er  we  view’d  the  Roman’s  fullied  fame. 
Thy  beauty  juflify’dthe  hero’s  fliame. 

What  heart  but  then  mull  Anthony  approve. 

And  own  the  world  was  nobly  loft  for  love  ? 

What  ears  cou’d  hear  in  vain  thy  caufe  implor’d. 
When  foothing  arts  appeas’d  thy  angry  lord  ? 

Each  tender  breaft  the  rough  Ventidius  blam’d. 
And  Egypt  gain’d  the  figh  Odlavia  claim’d. 

Thy  eloquence  each  hulh’d  attention  drew. 

While  Love  ufurp’d  the  tears  to  Virtue  due. 

See  !  Phaedra  rife  majeftic  o’er  the  fcene. 

What  raging  pangs  diftract  the  haplefs  Queen! 
How  does  thy  fenfe  the  poet’s  thought  refine. 
Beam  thro’  each  word,  and  brighten  every  line  ! 
What  nerve,  what  vigour  glows  in  every  part, 
While  claflic  lays  appear  with  claflic  art  ! 

Who  now  can  bid  the  proud  Roxana  rife, 

With  love  and  anger  fparkling  in  her  eyes  ? 

Who  now  ftiall  bid  her  breaft  in  fur^  glow. 

With  all  the  femblance  of  imperial  woe  ? 

C  4 
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While  the  big  pafEon,  raging  in  her  veins. 

Would  hold  the  matter  of  the  world  in  chains  : 

But  Alexander  now  forfakes  our  coaft  : — 

And,  ah  !  Roxana  is  for  ever  loft  I 

Nor  lefs  thy  power  when  rigid  Virtue  fir'd 
The  chatter  bard,  and  purer  thoughts  infpir’d  : 
What  kneeling  form  appears  with  ftedfaft  eyes. 

Her  bottom  heaving  with  Devotion’s  fighs  ! 

'I  is  lhe  !  In  thee  we  own  the  mournful  fcene. 

The  fair  refemblance  of  a  martyr  1  queen  ! 

Here  Guido’s  ikill  might  mark  thy  fpeaking  frame. 
And  catch  from  thee  the  painter’s  magic  flame  ! 

Bleft  in  each  art !  by  nature  form’d  to  pleatte. 
With  beauty,  fenfe,  with  elegance  and  eafe  ! 

Whofe  piercing  genius  ftudy’d  all  mankind. 

All  Shakefpear  opening  to  thy  vigorous  mind. 

In  every  fcene  of  comic  humour  known  j 
In  fprightly  fallies  wit  was  all  thy  own. 

Whether  you  feem’d  the  cit’s  more  humble  wife; 
Or  {hone  in  Townly’s  higher  fphere  of  life  : 

Alike  thy  fpirit  knew  each  turn  of  wit ; 

And  gave  new  force  to  all  the  poet  writ. 

Nor  was  thy  worth  to  public  fcenes  confin'd. 
Thou  knew’ft  the  noblett  feelings  of  the  mind. 

Thy  ears  were  ever  open  to  diftrefs  ; 

Thy  ready  hand  was  ever  ftretch’d  to  blefs. 


1  LzAy  Jane  Grey,  Act  V. 
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The  breaft  humane  for  each  unhappy  felt ; 

Thy  heart  for  other’s  forrows  prone  to  melt. 

In  vain  did  Envy  point  her  fcorpion  fling ; 

In  vain  did  Malice  fhake  her  blafting  wing  : 

Each  generous  bread  difdain’d  th’  unpleafing  tale. 
And  caft  o’er  every  fault  Oblivion’s  veil : 

Confefs’d,  thro’  every  cloud,  thy  deeds  to  fhine. 
And  own’d  the  virtues  of  Compaflion  thine  1 
Saw  mild  Benevolence  her  wand  difclofe. 

And  touch  thy  heart  at  every  fufferer’s  woes  : 

Saw  meek-ey’d  Charity  thy  fteps  attend. 

And  guide  thy  hand  the  wretched  to  befriend  : 

Go,  afk  the  breaft  that  teems  with  mournful  fighs. 
Who  wip’d  the  forrows  from  Affli&ion’s  eyes : 

Go,  afk  the  wretch,  in  want  and  ficknefs  laid, 
Whofe  goodnefs  brighten’d  once  Misfortune's  fliade. 

O  !  fnatch  me  hence  to  lone  fequefter’d  feenes. 
To  arching  grottoes  and  embowering  greens  ! 

Where  fcarce  a  ray  Can  pierce  the  dufky  flrade. 
Where  fcarce  a  footftep  marks  the  dewy  glade  : 
Where  pale-hu’d  Grief  her  fecret  dwelling  keeps  * 
Where  the  chill  blood  with  lazy  horror  creeps  : 
Where  awful  Silence  fpreads  her  noifelefs  wing  ; 

And  Sorrow’s  harp  may  tune  the  difmal  firing.  — — 
Or  rather  lead  my  fteps  to  diftant  plains. 

Where  clofmg  earth  enfolds  her  laft  remains  ; 

What  time  the  moon  difplays  her  filver  beam. 

And  groves  and  floods  refledl  the  milder  gleam  : 


When 
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When  Contemplation  broods  with  thought  profound, 
AndYairy  viiions  haunt  the  fylvan  ground. 

Lo  !  Fancy  now,  on  airy  pinions  fpread. 

With  fcenes  ideal  hovers  o’er  my  head. 

I  fee  !  I  fee  !  more  pleafing  themes  arife  : 

What  mythic  lhadows  flit  before  my  eyes! 
Imagination  paints  the  faered  grove. 

The  place  devote  to  poefy  and  love. 

Here  grateful  poets  hail  the  a&ors’  name, 

And  pay  the  rightful  tribute  to  their  fame  : 

Around  their  tomb  in  generous  forrow  mourn. 

And  twine  the  laurels  o’er  the  favour’d  urn. 

Methinks  I  view  the  lad  fepulchral  frame. 

That  bears  inferib’d  her  much  lamented  name, 
fee  !  to  my  view  the  Drama’s  fons  difplay’d  : 

What  laurell’d  phantoms  croud  the  awful  feade  ! 
Firft  of  the  choir  immortal  Shakefpear  Hands, 

Whofe  fearching  eye  all  Nature’s  feene  commands : 
Bright  in  his  look  celeliial  fpirit  blooms. 

And  Genius  o’er  him  waves  his  eagle  plumes  1 
Next  tender  Southern,  fkilPd  the  foul  to  move 
And  gentle  Rowe,  who  tunes  the  bread  to  love. 

The  witty  Congreve  near  with  fprightly  mien  ; 

And  eafy  Farquhar  with  his  lighter  feene. 

A  numerous  train  of  bards  the  ferine  furround. 

In  tragic  drains  and  comic  lore  renown’d. 

See  !  on  the  tomb  yon  penflve  form  appear. 
Heave  the  full  flgh,  and  drop  the  frequent  tear  : 
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The  garments  loofe  her  throbbing  bofom  (how  j 
Difpers’d  in  air  her  carelefs  trefies  flow  : 

Round  her  pale  brows  a  myrtle  wreath  is  fpread, 

A  gloomy  cyprefs  nods  above  her  head. 

See  !  while  her  hand  a  folemn  lyre  fuftains. 

Her  trembling  fingers  wake  the  languid  drains  : 

Soft  to  the  touch  the  vocal  firings  reply. 

And  tune  the  notes  to  anfwer  every  figh. 

She,  (  child  of  Grief!)  at  human  mifery  weeps  j 
At  every  death  her  difmal  vigil  keeps. 

But  chief  (lie  mourns,  when  Fate’s  relentlefs  doom 
Gives  Wit  and  Beauty  victims  to  the  tomb, 

Her  lays  their  merits  and  their  lofs  proclaim, 

(A  mournful  talk  !)  and  Elegy  her  name  ! 

Now  bending  o’er  the  pile  (he  vents  her  moan, 

An4  pours  thefe  forrows  o’er  the  fenfelefs  (tone. 

Ah!  loft,  for  ever  loft  !  the  breath  that  warm’d. 
The  wit  that  ravilh'd,  and  the  mien  that  charm’d  ! 
Here  deeps  beneath,  the  faireft  of  the  fair. 

The  Graces’  darling,  and  the  Mufes’  care  ! 

Who  once  could  fix  a  thoufand  gazers  eyes. 

Now  cold  and  lifelefs  unregarded  lies ! 

Who  once  the  foul  in  bonds  of  love  detain’d. 

Now  lies,  alas !  in  flronger  bonds  reftrain’d. 

Pale  Death  has  rifled  all  her  pleafing  (tore. 

And  Nature  loaths  a  form  fo  lov’d  before  ! 

Is  there  a  fair  whofe  features  point  the  dart. 

Charm  the  fix’d  eye,  and  fafcjnate  the  heart  ? 


Behold 
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Behold  what  Toon  difarms  the  childifh  fling, 

And  plucks  the  wanton  plume  from  Cupid’s  wing  ! 
Then  boat!  no  longer  Wit’s  fallacious  flore  ; 

The  fweets  of  fprightly  Converfe  boall  no  more  : 

Tkofe  lips  fo  fram’d  to  each  perfu alive  art, 

No  more  lhall  touch  the  ear,  and  win  the  heart  1 
Let  Beauty  here  her  tranfient  blefTmg  weigh. 

Let  humbled  Wit  her  pitying  tribute  pay  : 

Let  Female  Grace  vouchfafe  the  kindly  tear  : 

Wit,  Grace,  and  Beauty,  once  were  center’d  here  ! 

Ye  facred  Bards,  who  tun’d  the  drama’s  lays. 

Here  pay  your  incenfe  of  diflinguifh’d  praife  1 
She  gave  your  fcenes  with  every  grace  to  fhine  : 

She  gave  new  feeling  to  the  nervous  line  ; 

Her  beauties  well  fupply’d  each  tragic  lore, 

And  fhew’d  thofe  charms  your  Mufe  but  feign’d  before  ! 
Here  round  her  fhrine  your  votive  wreaths  bellow. 
Around  her  fhrine  eternal  greens  (hall  grow. 

The  liflning  groves  lhall  learn  her  name  to  f;ng, 

And  zephyrs  waft  it  on  their  downy  wing  ; 

Till  every  fhade  thefe  doleful  founds  return. 

And  every  gale  in  fallen  dirges  mourn  ! 

The  mourner  ends  with  fighs  ;  her  hand  fhe  rears. 
And  with  her  veflure  dries  thegufhing  tears. 

■Behold  each  Bard  the  foft  contagion  feels  j 
From  every  eye  the  trickling  forrow  deals. 

See  !  Nature’s  fon  lament  her  haplefs  doom, 

•See  1  Shakefpear  bending  o’er  his  favourite’s  tomb. 
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Each  fhadowy  form  declines  his  awful  head. 

And  fcatters  rofes  on  the  funeral  bed. 

In  flow  proceffion  round  the  fhrine  they  move. 

And  chant  her  praifes  thro’  the  tuneful  grove. 

Farewel  the  glory  of  a  wondering  age. 

The  fecond  Oldfield  of  a  finking  ftage  ! 

Farewel  the  boaft  and  envy  of  thy  kind, 

A  female  foftnefs,  and  a  manly  mind  1 
Long  as  thdVIufes  can  record  thy  praife. 

Thy  fairie  (hall  laft  to  far  fucceeding  days : 

Whild  wit  furvives,  thy  name  fhall  ever  bloom. 

And  vvreaths  unfadind  flourifh  round  thy  tomb  ! 

While  thus  I  tune  the  plaintive  notes  in  vain. 

For  her,  whofe  worth  demands  a  nobler  drain  ; 

Lo!  to  my  thought  fome  warning  Genius  cries  : 
Attempt  not,  Twain,  beyond  thy  flight  to  rife. 

Shall  thy  weak  fkill  attempt  to  raife  our  woes. 

Or  paint  a  lofs  that  every  bofom  knows  ? 

’Tis  not  thy  lays  can  teach  us  tears  to  filed  ; 

What  eye  refrains  !— for  Woffington  is  dead  l 
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SPRING.  A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 


BY  MR.  THO.  BREREWOOD. 

WHEN  approach’d  by  the  fair  dewy  fingers  of  Spring, 
Swelling  buds  open  firft,  and  look  gay, 

When  the  birds  on  the  boughs  by  their  mates  fit  and  fing. 
And  are  danc'd  by  the  breeze  on  each  fpray  : 

When  gently  defcending,  the  rain  in  foft  fhowers. 

With  its  moifture  refrefhes  the  ground, 

And  the  drops,  as  they  hang  on  the  plants  and  the  flowers. 
Like  rich  gems  beam  a  luftre  around  : 

When  the  wood-pigeons  fit  on  the  branches  and  cooe. 

And  the  Cuckow  proclaims  with  his  voice. 

That  Nature  marks  this  for  the  feafon  to  wooe. 

And  for  all  that  can  love  to  rejoice  : 

In  a  cottage  at  night  may  I  fpend  all  my  time. 

In  the  fields  and  the  meadows  all  day. 

With  a  maiden  whofe  charms  are  as  yet  in  their  prime. 
Young  a3  April,  and  blooming  as  May  : 


When 
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When  the  lark  with  fhrill  notes  fings  aloft  in  the  mom. 
May  my  faireft  and  I  lweetly  wake. 

View  the  Far  diftant  hills  which  the  Fun  beams  adorn. 

Then  arife,  and  our  cottage  Forfake. 

When  the  Fun  flrines  fo  warm,  that  my  charmer  and  I 
May  recline  on  the  turf  without  Fear, 

Let  us  there  all  vain  thoughts  and  ambition  defy. 

While  we  breathe  the  firft  fweets  oF  the  year. 

Be  this  fpot  on  a  hill,  and  a  fpring  from  its  fide 
Bubble  out  and  tranfparently  flow. 

Creep  gently  along  in  meanders,  and  glide 
Thro’  the  vale  ftrow’d  with  daifies  belo\y. 

While  the  bee  flies  from  bloffom  to  bloflbm  and  flips. 

And  the  violets  their  fweetnefs  impart, 

Let’me  hang  on  her  neck,  and  Fo  tafle  from  her  lips 
The  rich  cordial  that  thrills  to  the  heart. 

While  the  dove  fits  lamenting  the  lofs  of  its  mate. 

Which  the  fowler  has  caught  in  his  Fnares, 

May  we  think  ourfelves  bleft  that  it  is  not  our  Fate, 

To  endure  fuch  an  abfence  as  theirs. 

May  I  liften  to  all  her  foft,  tender,  Fweet  notes 
When  flue  fings,  and  no  founds  interfere, 

But  the  warbling  of  birds,  which  in  ftretching  their  throats 
Are  at  ftrife  to  be  louder  than  her. 
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When  the  dailies,  and  cowllips,  and  primrofes  blow. 

And  checquer  the  meads,  and  the  lawns, 

May  we  fee  bounding  there  the  fwift  light-footed  doe, 

And  purfue  with  our  eye  the  young  fawns. 

When  the  lapwings  juft  fledg’d  o’er  the  turf  take  their  run. 
And  the  flrftlings  are  all  at  their  play. 

And  the  harmlefs  young  iambs  {kip  about  in  the  fun. 

Let  us  then  be  as  frolic  as  they. 

When  I  talk  of  my  love,  ftiould  I  chance  to  efpy. 

That  Ihe  feems  to  miftruft  what  I  fay. 

By  a  tear  that  is  ready  to  fall  from  her  eye. 

With  my  lips  let  me  wipe  it  away. 

If  we  fit,  or  we  walk,  may  I  caft  round  my  eyes. 

And  let  no  fingle  beauty  ei'cape. 

But  fee  none  to  create  fo  much  love,  and  furprize. 

As  her  eyes,  and  her  face,  and  her  fhape. 

Thus  each  day  let  us  pafs,  till  the  buds  turn  to  leaves, 

And  the  meadows  around  us  are  mown. 

When  the  lafs  on  the  fweet-fmelling  haycock  receives, 

What  {he  afterwards  blufties  to  own. 

When  evenings  grow  cool,  and  the  flowers  hang  their  heads 
With  the  dew,  then  no  longer  we’ll  roam. 

With  my  arm  round  her  waift,  in  a  path  thro’  the  meads. 
Let  us  haften  to  find  our  way  home. 
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When  the  birds  are  at  rood,  with  their  heads  in  their  wingt, 
Each  one  by  the  fide  of  its  mate  ; 

When  a  mid  that  arifes  a  drowfxnefs  brings 
Upon  all  bat  the  owl  and  the  bat : 

When  foft  reft  is  requir’d,  and  the  ftars  lend  their  light, 

And  all  Nature  lies  quiet  and  dill  j 

When  no  found  breaks  the  facred  repofe  of  the  night. 

But,  at  diftance,  the  clack  of  a  mill : 

With  peace  for  our  pillow,  and  free  from  all  noife. 

So  that  voices  in  whifpers  are  known. 

Let  us  give  and  receive  all  the  namelefs  foft  joys, 

That  are  mus’d  on  by  lovers  alone. 
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BY  THE  SAME. 

WHERE  the  light  cannot  pierce,  in  a  grove  of  tall  trees* 
With  my  fair  one  as  blooming  as  May, 
Undidurb’dby  all  found,  but  the  flghs  of  the  breeze. 

Let  mepafs  the  hot  noon  of  the  day. 
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When  the  fun  lefs  intenfe  to  the  welhvard  inclines* 

For  the  meadows  the  groves  we’ll  forfake, 

And  fee  the  rays  dance  as  inverted  he  fhines. 

On  the  face  of  fome  river  or  lake. 

Where  my  faireft  and  I,  on  its  verge  as  we  pals. 

For  ’tis  Ihe  that  mull  Hill  be  my  theme. 

Our  two  lhadows  may  view  on  the  watery  glafs. 

While  the  fifh  are  at  play  in  the  dream. 

May  the  herds  ceafe  to  lovve,  and  the  lambkins  to  bleat* 
When  Ihe  fings  me  fome  amorous  drain  ; 

All  be  filent,  and  hulht,  unlefs  Echo  repeat 
The  kind  words,  and  fweet  founds  back  again. 

And  when  we  return  to  our  cottage  at  night. 

Hand  in  hand  as  we  fauntering  llray. 

Let  the  moon’s  filver  beams  thro’  the  leaves  give  us  light* 
Juft  diredt  us,  and  chequer  our  way. 

Let  the  Nightingale  warble  its  notes  in  our  walk, 

As  thus  gently  and  flowly  we  move ; 

And  let  no  fingle  thought  be  exprefs'd  in  our  talk, 

But  of  friendlhip  improv’d  into  love. 

Thus  enchanted  each  day  with  thefe  rural  delights* 

And  fecure  from  Ambition’s  alarms, 

Soft  love  and  repofe  lhall  divide  all  our  nights. 

And  each  morning  lhall  rife  with  new  charms.. 

AUTUMN*. 
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A  U  T  U  M  N. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THO*  the  feafons  mull  alter,  ah !  yet  let  me  find. 
What  all  mull  confefs  to  be  rare, 

A  female  Hill  chearful,  and  faithful  and  kind. 

The  blelfings  of  Autumn  to  lhare. 

Let  one  fide  of  our  cottage,  a  flourilhing  vine 
Overfpread  with  its  branches,  and  lhade ; 

Whofe  clullers  appear  more  tranfparent  and  fine. 

As  its  leaves  are  beginning  to  fade. 

When  the  fruit  makes  the  branches  bend  down  with  its  load* 
In  our  orchard  furrounded  with  pales ; 

In  a  bed  of  clean  ftraw  let  our  apples  be  flow’d. 

For  a  tart  that  in  Winter  regales. 

When  the  vapours  that  rife  from  the  earth  in  the  morn 
Seem  to  hang  on  its  furface  like  fmoak, 

’Till  difpers’d  by  the  fun  that  gilds  over  the  corn, 

Within  doors  let  us  prattle  and  joke. 
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But  when  we  fee  dear  all  the  hues  of  the  leaves. 

And  at  work  in  the  fields  are  all  hands, 

Some  in  reaping  the  wheat,  others  binding  the  {heaves* 

Let  us  carelefly  ftroll  o’er  the  lands. 

How  p'eafing  the  fight  of  the  toiling  they  make. 

To  colledl  what  kind  Nature  has  fent! 

Heaven  grant  we  may  not  of  their  labour  partake  ; 

But,  oh  !  give  us  their  happy  content. 

And  fometimes  on  a  bank,  under  {hade,  by  a  brooks 
Let  us  filently  fit  at  our  eafe. 

And  there  gaze  on  the  ftream,  till  the  filh  on  the  hook 
Struggles  hard  to  procure  its  releafe. 

And  now  when  the  hufhandman  fings  harveft  home. 

And  the  corn’s  all  got  into  the  houfe ; 

When  the  long  wiffx’d-for  time  of  their  meeting  is  come,. 
To  frolic,  and  feaft,  and  caroufe  ; 

When  the  leaves  from  the  trees  are  begun  to  be  lhed. 

And  are  leaving  the  branches  all  bare. 

Either  flrew’d  at  the  roots,  Ihrivell’d,  wither’d,  and  dead,, 

Or  elfe  blown  to  and  fro  in  the  air; 

When  the  ways  are  fo  miry,  that  bogs  they  might  feem. 

And  the  axle-tree’s  ready  to  break. 

While  the  waggoner  whiftles  in  flopping  his  team, 

And  then  claps  the  poor  jades  on  the  neck ; 

I* 
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In  the  morning  let’s  follow  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

Or  the  fearful  young  covey  befet ; 

Which  tho’  fkulking  in  frubble,  and  weeds  on  the  grounds. 
Are  becoming  a  prey  to  the  net. 

Let’s  enjoy  all  the  pleafure  retirement  affords, 

Scill  amus  d  with  thefe  innocent  fports. 

Nor  once  envy  the  pomp  of  fine  ladies  and  lords. 

With  their  grand  entertainments  in  courts. 

In  the  evening  when  lovers  are  leaning  on  ftiles, 

Deep  engag’d  in  fome  amorous  chat. 

And  his  very  well  known  by  his  grin,  and  her  fmiles. 

What  they  both  have  a  mind  to  be  at ; 

To  our  dwelling,  tho’  homely,  well* pleas’d  to  repair. 

Let  our  mutual  endearments  revive. 

And  let  no  fmgle  action,  or  look,  but  declare, 

How  contented  and  happy  we  live. 

Should  ideas  arife  that  may  ruffle  the  foul. 

Let  foft  mufic  the  phantoms  remove, 

Tor  ’tis  harmony  only  has  force  to  controul. 

And  unite  all  the  paffions  in  love. 

With  her  eyes  but  half  open,  her  cap  all  awry. 

When  the  lafs  is  preparing  for  bed. 

And  the  fleepy  dull  clown,  who  fits  nodding  juft  by, 
Sometimes  rouzes  and  fcratches  his  head. 

H  3  In 
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In  the  night  when  ’tis  cloudy*  and  rainy,  and  dark. 
And  the  labourers  fnore  as  they  lie. 

Not  a  noife  to  difturb  us,  unlefs  a  dog  bark 
In  the  farm,  or  the  village  hard  by. 

At  the  time  of  fweet  reft,  and  of  quiet  like  this, 

Ere  our  eyes  are  clos’d  up  in  their  lids, 

Let  us  welcome  the  feafon,  and  tafte  of  that  blifs, 
Which  the  fun-ftiine  and  daylight  forbids. 


WIN  TER. 


t  Y  THE  SAM  ?. 


WHEN  the  trees  are  all  bare,  not  a  leaf  to  be  feen. 
And  the  meadows  their  beauty  have  loft  ; 

When  Nature’s  difrob’d  of  her  mantle  of  green. 

And  the  ftreams  are  faft  bound  with  the  froft. 


While  the  peafant  inadlive  ftands  fhivering  with  cold. 
As  bleak  the  winds  northerly  blow; 

And  the  innocent  flocks  run  for  warmth  to  the  fold, 
With  their  fleeces  befprinkled  with  fnow. 


In 
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In  the  yard,  when  the  cattle  are  fodder’d  with  ftraw. 
And  they  fend  forth  their  breath  like  a  fleam : 

And  the  neat  laoking  dairy-maid  fees  Ihemuft  thaw 
Flakes  of  ice  that  ihe  finds  in  the  cream. 

"When  the  fweet  country-maiden,  as  frelh  as  a  rofe, 
As  flie  carelefsly  trips  often  Aides, 

And  the  ruftics  laugh  loud,  if  by  falling  fhe  fhews 
All  the  charms  that  her  moaefty  hides. 

When  the  lads  and  the  lafles  for  company  join’d. 

In  a  croud  round  the  embers  are  met ; 

Talk  of  fairies,  and  witches,  that  ride  on  the  wind. 
And  of  ghofts,  till  they’re  all  in  a  fweat. 

Heaven  grant  in  this  feafon  it  may  be  my  lot, 

With  the  nymph  whom  I  love  and  admire; 

While  the  icicles  hang  from  the -eves  of  my  cot, 

I  may  thither  in  fafety  retire  : 

Where  in  neatnefs  and  quiet - and  free  froqi  furprize. 

We  may  live  and  no  hardfliips  endure ; 

Nor  feel  any  turbulent  paflions  arife. 

But  fuch  as  each  other  may  cure. 


H  4 
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THE  CURE  OF  SAUL. 

A  SACRED  ODE. 

BY  DR.  BROWN. 

‘‘  T7  ENGEANCE,  arife  from  thy  infernal  bed  ; 
v  “  And  pour  thy  temped  on  his  guilty  head  !’? 
Thus  heaven’s  decree,  in  thunder's  found, 

Shook  the  dark  abyfs  profound.— 

The  unchain’d  Furies  come  ! 

Pale  Melancholy  dalks  from  hell : 

Th’  abortive  offspring  of  her  womb, 

Defpair  and  Anguifh,  round  her  yell. 

By  fleeplefs  terror  Saul  poffefs’d. 

Deep  feels  the  fiend  within  his  tortur’d  bread. 

Midnight  fpedres  round  him  howl : 

Before  his  eyes 
In  troops  they  rife  ; 

And  feas  of  horror  overwhelm  his  foul. 

Hade  !  to  Jeffe’s  fon  repair  : 

He  bed  can  fsveep  the  lyre, 

Wake  the  folemn-fonnding  air. 

And  lead  the  vocal  choir  : 
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On  every  firing  {oft -breathing  raptures  dwell. 

To  footn  the  throbbings  of  the  troubled  bread ; 
Whofe  magic  voice  can  bid  the  tides  of  paflion  fwell. 
Or  lull  the  raging  dorm  to  reft. 

Sunk  on  his  couch,  and  loathing  day. 

The  heaven- forfaken  monarch  lay  : 

To  the  fad  couch  the  fhepherd  now  drew  near ; 

And,  while  th'  obedient  choir  flood  round. 
Prepar’d  to  catch  the  foul-commanding  found. 

Pie  dropp'd  a  generous  tear. - 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart ! 

For  lo,  thy  poifon’d  arrows  drink  his  heart ! 

The  mighty  fong  from  chaos  rofe. — 

Around  his  throne  the  formlefs  atoms  deep, 

And  drowzy  Darknefs  broods  upon  the  deep. — • 
Confufion,  wake  ! 

Bid  the  realms  of  Chaos  {hake  1 
Roufe  him  from  his  dread  repofe  ! 

Plark !  loud  Difcord  breaks  her  chain  : 

The  hoftile  atoms  clafh  with  deafnino-  roar  : 

O 

tier  hoarfe  voice  thunders  thro’  the  drear  domain  ; 
And  kindles  every  element  to  war, — 

“  Tumult  ceafe  ! 

“  Sink  to  peace  ! 

“  Let  there  be  light !” — th’  Almighty  faid  : 

And  lo,  the  radiant  Sun, 

Flaming  from  his  orient  bed, 
flis  endlefs  courfe  begun. 


See, 
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See,  the  twinkling  Pleiads  rife  : 

Thy  fiar,  Orion,  reddens  in  the  fkies : 

While  flow  around  the  northern  plain, 

Arfiurus  wheels  his  nightly  wane. 

Thy  glories,  too,  refulgent  moon,  he  fung; 

Thy  myflic  mazes,  and  thy  changeful  ray  : 

O  fairefi  of  the  Harry  throng  ! 

Thy  folemn  orb  of  light 
Guides  the  triumphant  carr  of  Night 
O’er  filver  clouds,  and  fheds  a  fofter  day ! 

Ye  planets,  and  each  circling  conflellation. 

In  fongs  harmonious  tell  your  generation  f 
Oh,  while  yon  radiant  Seraph  turns  the  fphere*, 

And  on  the  HedfaH  pole-flar  Hands  fublime  ; 

Wheel  your  rounds 
To  heavenly  founds; 

And  footh  his  fong-enchanted  ears 
With  your  celeHial  chime. 

In  dumb  furprize  the  liflning  monarch  lay  ; 

(His  woe  fufpended  by  fweet  Mufic’s  fway ;) 

And  awe  flruck,  with  uplifted  eye 
Mus’d  on  the  new-born  wonders  of  the  fky. 

Lead  the  foothing  verfe  along  : 

He  feels,  he  feels  the  power  of  fong  — 

Ocean  haflens  to  his  bed  : 

The  lab’ring  mountain  rears  his  rock-encumber’d  head  : 

Down 
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Down  his  fteep  and  Ihaggy  fide 
The  torrent  roils  his  thundering  tide  ; 

Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  majeftic  waters  to  the  diftant  main. 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn : 

The  lark,  high-foaring,  hails  the  morn. 

And  while  along  yon  crimfon-clouded  fteep 
The  flow  fun  fteals  into  the  golden  deep. 

Hark  !  the  folemn  Nightingale 
Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 

See,  defcending  angels  ftiower 

Heaven’s  own  blifs  on  Eden’s  bower; 

Peace  on  Nature’s  lap  repofes ; 

Pleafure  ftrews  her  guiltlefs  rofes : 

Joys  divine  in  circles  move. 

Link’d  with  Innocence  and  Love. 

Hail,  happy  Love,  with  Innocence  combin’d! 

All  hail,  ye  finlefs  parents  of  mankind  1 

They  paus’d  the  monarch,  proftrate  on  his  bed, 
Submiflive,  bow’d  his  head  ; 

Ador’d  the  works  of  boundlefs  power  divine  : 
Then,  anguifh-ftruck,  he  cry’d  (and  fmote  his  breaft). 
Why,  why  is  peace  the  welcome  gueft 
Of  every  heart  but  mine  ! 

Now  let  the  folemn  numbers  flow, 

’Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe. 


Heaven! 
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Heavenly  harp,  in  mournful  ftrain 
O’er  yon  weeping  bower  complain  : 

What  founds  of  bitter  pangs  1  hear  ! 

What  lamentations  wound  mine  ear  ! 

In  vain,  devoted  pair,  thefe  tears  ye  Hied  : 

Peace  with  Innocence  is  fled. 

The  meflengers  of  Grace  depart : 

Death  glares,  and  {hakes  the  dreadful  dart  ! 

Ah,  whither  fly  ye,  by  yourfelves  abhorr’d, 

To  fhun  that  frowning  cherub’s  fiery  fword  ?— 

Lo  ! 

Haplefs,  haplefs  pair, 

Goaded  by  defpair, 

Forlorn,  thro’  defart  climes  they  go  ! 

Wake,  my  lyre!  can  Pity  fleep. 

When  heaven  is  mov’d,  and  angels  weep  ! 

Flow,  ye  melting  numbers,  flow; 

Till  he  feel,  that  guilt  is  woe. - 

The  king,  with  pride,  and  fhame,  and  angnifri  torm, 
Shot  fury  from  his  eyes,  and  fcorn. 

The  glowing  youth. 

Bold  in  truth, 

(So  frill  fliould  Virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brow  undaunted  met  his  rage. 

See,  his  cheek  kindles  into  generous  fire  : 

Stern,  he  bends  him  o’er  his  lyre  ; 

And,  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  fings. 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur’d  firings. 


What ' 
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What  founds  of  terror  and  diftrefs 
Rend  yon  howling  wildernefs ! 

The  dreadful  thunders  found  ; 

The  forked  lightnings  flalh  along  the  ground. 

Why  yawns  that  deepening  gulpn  below  ?— 

’Tis  for  heaven’s  rebellious  foe  :  — 

Fly,  ye  fons  of  Ifraei,  fly. 

Who  dwells  in  Koran's  guilty  tents  muft  die  !— * 

They  fink  ! — Have  mercy.  Lord  ! — Their  cries 
In  dreadful  tumult  rife  ! 

Hark,  from  the  deep  their  loud  laments  I  hear ! 

They  leflen  now,  and  leflen  on  the  ear  ! 

Now,  deftrutftion’s  ftrife  is  o’er  ! 

The  countlefs  holt 
For  ever  loft ! 

The  gulph  is  clos’d  ! — Their  cries  are  heard  no  more !— i- 

But  oh,  my  lyre,  what  accents  can  relate 
Sinful  man’s  appointed  fate  ! 

He  comes,  he  comes  !  th’  avenging  God  l 
Clouds  and  darknefs  round  him  roll  : 

Tremble,  earth  !  Ye  mountains,  nod  ? 

He  bows  the  Ikies,  and  (hakes  the  pole. 

The  gloomy  banners  of  his  wrath  un'uri’d. 

He  calls  the  floods,  to  drown  a  guilty  world  : 

“  Ruin,  lift  thy  baleful  head  ; 

“  Rcuzethe  guilty  world  from  deep  : 

“  Lead  up  thy  billows  from  their  cavern’d  bed, 

“  And  burft  the  rocks  that  chain  thee  in  the  deep.— — 

Now, 
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Now,  th’  impetuous  torrents  rife  ; 

The  hoarfe-afcending  deluge  roars  : 

Down  rulh  the  cataratts  from  the  Ikies ; 

The  fwelling  waves  o’erwhelm  the  fhores. 

Juft,  O  God,  is  thy  decree  ! 

Shall  guilty  man  contend  with  thee  1 
Lo,  Hate  and  Envy,  fea-entomb’d. 

And  Rage  with  Luft  in  ruin  deep  ; 

And  fcoffing  Luxury  is  doom’d 
To  glut  the  vaft  and  ravenous  deep  !— 

In  vain  from  Fate  th’  aftonifti’d  remnant  flies 
“  Shrink,  ye  recks  !  Ye  oceans,  rife!” — 

The  tottering  cliffs  no  more  the  floods  controul  j 
Sea  following  fea  ingulphs  the  ball : 

O’er  the  funk  hills  the  watry  mountains  roll. 

And  wide  Deftruftion  fwallows  all : 

Now  fiercer  let  th’  impafiion’d  numbers  glow: 

Swell  the  fong,  ye  mighty  choir  ! 

Wing  your  dreadful  darts  with  fire  ? 

Hear  me,  monarch  ! — Guilt  is  woe  f— 

Thus  while  the  frowning  fhepherd  pour’d  along 
The  deep  impetuous  torrent  of  his  fong  ; 

Saul,  flung  by  dire  defpair, 

Gnalh’d  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  hair  : 

From  his  blood,  by  horror  chill’d, 

A  cold  and  agonizing  fweat  diflill’d  : 

Then,  foaming  with  unutterable  fmart. 

He  aim’d  a  dagger  at  his  heart. 

His  watchful  train  prevent  the  blow  ; 

£.n&  call  each  lenient  balm  to  footh  his  frantic  vvoe 
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But  pleas’d,  the  fhepherd  now  beheld 
His  pride  by  heaven’s  own  terrors  quell’d : 
Then  bade  his  potent  lyre  controul 
The  mighty  ftorm  that  rent  his  foul. 

Ceafe  your  cares :  the  body’s  pain 
A  fweet  relief  may  find  : 

But  gums  and  lenient  balms  are  vain. 

To  heal  the  wounded  mind. 

Come,  fair  Repentance,  from  the  flues, 
O  fainted  maid,  with  upcaft  eyes  ! 
Defcend,  in  thy  celeltial  ihrowd. 

Veiled  in  a  weeping  cloud  ! 

Holy  guide,  defcend,  and  bring 
Mercy  from  th’  Eternal  King  ! 

To  his  foul  your  beams  impart. 

And  whifper  comfort  to  his  heart  I— 

They  come :  O  King,  thine  ear  incline  f 
Liften  to  their  voice  divine  : 

Their  voice  lhall  every  pang  compofe. 

To  gentle  forrow  footh  thy  woes  ; 

Till  each  pure  wilh  to  heaven  lhall  foar. 
And  Peace  return,  to  part  no  more  ! 

Behold,  obedient  to  their  great  command. 

The  lifted  dagger  quits  his  trembling  hand: 

Smooth’d  is  his  brow,  where  fullen  Care 
And  furrow'd  Horror  couch’d  with  fell  Defpair: 


No 
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No  more  his  eyes  with  fury  glow  ; 

But  heavenly  grief  fucceeds  to  hell-born  woe.— =» 
See,  the  figns  of  grace  appear  : 

See  the  foft  relenting  tear. 

Trickling  at  fweet  Mercy’s  call ! 

Catch  it,  angels,  ere  it  fall  ! 

And  let  the  heart-fent  offering  rife. 

Heaven’s  bell-accepted  facrifice  ! - 

Yet,  yet  again  ?— Ah  fee,  the  pang  returns  1 
Again  with  inward  fire  his  heaving  bofom  burns ! 
Now,  fhepherd,  wake  a  mightier  ftrain  ; 
Search  the  deep,  heart-rending  pain 
Till  the  large  floods  of  forrow  roll. 

And  quench  the  tortures  of  his  foul. 
Almighty  Lord,  accept  his  pang  fincere  ! 

Let  heavenly  hope  difpel  each  dark  temptation  ? 
And,  while  he  pours  the  penitential  tear, 

O  vifit  him  with  thy  falvation  T 

Stoop  from  heaven,  ye  raptur’d  throng  : 
Sink,  ye  fwelling  tides  of  fong  ? 

For  lo  !  diflolv’d  by  Mafic’s  melting  power, 
Celeftial  Sorrow  rolls  her  plenteous  fhower. 

O’er  his  wan  cheek  the  colours  rife  ,* 

And  beams  of  comfort  brighten  in  his  eyes. 
Happy  king,  thy  woes  are  o’er  ! 

Thy  God  fliall  wound  thy  foul  no  more  : 

The  pitying  Father  of  mankind 
Meets  the  pure-returning  mind. 


N'u 
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No  more  fhall  black  Defpair  afflidl  his  foul : 

Each  gentler  found,  ye  Ihepherds,  now  combine  : 
Sweetly  let  the  numbers  roll  : 

Sooth  him  into  hope  divine. 

Now  lowly  let  the  ruftic  meafure  glide, 

To  quell  the  dark  remains  of  felf-confuming  Pride  ; 

Till  Nature’s  home-fprung  bleffings  he  confefs. 

And  own  that  calm  content  is  happinefs. - 

Ye  woods  and  Jakes,  ye  cliffs  and  mountains ! 

Haunted  grots,  and  living  fountains ! 

Liften  to  your  fhepherd’s  lay, 

Whofe  artlefs  carols  clofe  the  day. 

Bounding  kids  around  him  throng; 

The  fteep  rock  echoes  back  his  fong : 

While  all  unfeen  to  mortal  eye, 

Sliding  down  the  evening  fky. 

Holy  Peace,  tho’  born  above. 

Daughter  of  Innocence  and  Love, 

Quits  her  throne  and  manfion  bright. 

Her  crown  of  liars,  and.  robe  of  light, 

Serene,  in  gentle  fmiles  array'd. 

To  dwell  beneath  his  palm-tree  lhade. 

Hail,  meek  angel !  awful  guell  ! 

Still  pour  thy  radiance  o’er  my  breall  ! 

Pride  and  Hate  in  courts  may  fhine  : 

The  Ihepherd’s  calm  and  blamelefs  tent  is  thine  ! — • 

Softly,  foftly  breathe  your  numbers  ; 

And  wrap  his  weary’d  foul  in  (lumbers ! 

VOL.  II.  I 


Gentle 


(  U4  ) 

Gentle  Sleep,  becalm  his  breaft, 

And  clofe  his  eyes  in  healing  reft  ! 

Pcfcend,  celeftial  vifions,  ye  who  wait, 

Gcd's  miniftring  powers,  at  heaven’s  eternal  gate  ! 
Ye,  who  nightly  vigils  keep, 

And  rule  the  filent  realms  of  Sleep, 

Exalt  the  juft  to  joys  refin’d, 

And  plunge  in  woe  the  guilty  mind ; 

Defcend  !— — Oh,  waft  him  to  the  flues. 

And  open  all  heaven’s  glories  to  his  eyes  1 
Beyond  yon  -Carry  roof,  by  feraphs  trod. 

Where  Light's  unclouded  fountains  blaze  ; 
Where  choirs  immortal  hymn  their  God, 
Intranc’d  in  extafy  of  ceafelefs  praife. 

Angels,  heal  his  anguilh  ! 

Your  harps  and  voices  join  1 
His  grief  to  blifs  fhall  languifh, 

When  footh’d  by  founds  divine. 

Behold,  with. dawning  joy  each  feature  glows! 

See,  the  blifsful  tear  o’erflows  ! - 

The  fiend  is  fled  ! - Let  mufie’s  rapture  rife  : 

Now  Harmony,  thy  every  nerve  employ  : 

Shake  the  dome,  and  pierce  the  fkies : 

Wake  him,  wake  him  into  joy. - - 

What  cower  can  every  Pafiion’s  throne  controul  ? 
What  power  can  boaft  the  charm  divine, 

To  ftill  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  ? 

Celeftial  Harmony,  that  mighty  charm  is  thine  1 


She, 
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She,  heavenly-born,  came  down  to  vifit  earth, 

When  from  God’s  eternal  throne 
The  beam  of  all-creative  Wifdom  (hone. 

And  fpake  fair  Order  into  birth. 

At  Wifdom’s  call  (he  robed  yon  glittering  (kies. 

Attun’d  the  fpheres,  and  taught  confenting  orbs  to  rife. 

Angels  wrapt  in  wonder  flood, 

And  faw  that  all  was  fair,  and  all  was  good. 

’Twas  then,  ye  fons  of  God,  in  bright  array 
Ye  fliouted  o’er  creation’s  day  : 

Then  kindling  into  joy, 

The  morning  ftars  together  fung  : 

And  thro’the  vaft  ethereal  (ky 
Seraphic  hymns  and  loud  hofannahs  rung, 
iyhfcjjis  •  vK  i  "i  ■  '  ui- 1  tlx 
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BY  THE  SAME. 
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WHAT  tho’  nor  glittering  turret  rife, 

Nor  Splendor  gild  thefe  mild  retreats  ? 

Yet  Nature  here,  in  modeft  guife, 

Difplays  her  unambitious  fweetst 
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Along  each  gentle  fwelling  lawn 
She  ftrays,  with  ruftic  garlands  crown’d  ; 

And  wakes  the  flowers  at  early  dawn. 

To  fling  their  bofom’d  fragrance  round. 

Here  teach  thy  votary,  blamelefs  guide. 

To  trace  thy  ftep  ferene  and  free  ; 

To  fhun  the  toilfome  heights  of  Pride, 

Thro’  thefe  calm  fcenes  to  follow  thee. 

His  filent  walk  do  thou  adorn, 

O’er  thefe  green  Hopes,  from  tumult  far  j 

Whether  he  greet  the  blufhing  morn. 

Or  welcome  up  yon  evening  ftar  : 

Intent,  while  thro’  thefe  tufted  bowers 
Thy  generous  whifpers  charm  his  ear. 

To  hail  from  heaven  thy  kindred  powers. 

And  meet  fair  Peace  and  Freedom  here. 

Yet  prompt  to  flay  his  country’s  fall. 

The  ftormy  city’s  war  he’ll  join, 

When  thou,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  call  : 
For  Freedom’s  Voice,  and  Truth’s,  are  thine. 
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AN  ELEGY 

WRITTEN  AMONG  THE  RUINS  OF  AN  ABBEY. 
BY  MR.  JERNINGHAM. 

WHERE  fighs  the  zephyr  to  yon  lonely  tree, 

A  folemn  grove  its  leafy  mantle  fpread  : 

Where  bend  yon  mouldering  turrets  o’er  the  fea, 

A  venerable  dome  once  rear’d  its  head. 

The  folemn  grove,  the  venerable  dome. 

Were  erit  frequented  by  a  numerous  train, 

Ev’n  chafte  as  they  who  Dian’s  mountain  roam, 

But  not  fubje&ed  to  her  gentle  reign  : 

Ear  other  Goddefs  did  this  train  obey, 

Far  other  temples,  other  altars  rais’d. 

Ear  other  meaning  breath’d  their  choral  lay. 

Ear  other  incenfe  on  their  altars  blaz’d  ; 

Veil’d  Superftition  wak’d  her  magic  found. 

Bad  Albion’s  fons  forfake  the  fplendid  court, 

Forfake  Amufement’s  variegated  round. 

And  to  her  fable  ftandard  here  refort ; 
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Alas !  obfeqnious  to  her  fiern  command, 

A  rullen-pen.'j'-e  brotherhood  they  came, 

Refus’d  to  trace  the  paths  by  Nature  plann’d, 

And  raz’d  from  Glory’s  page  their  ancient  name. 

■ 

Nor  thefe  alone  were  found  incloifler’d  here, 

Here  alfo  dwelt  the  fimple-minded  fwain. 

Who,  wrapt  in  doth,  d ream’d  out  the  lazy  year. 
While  lndufiry  fat  weeping  on  the  plain  ! 

The  many  temples  rifing  fair  to  view, 

W  rich  towering  Superftition  call'd  her  own. 

With  hand  unerring  radiant  Truth  o’erthrew. 

And  fnatch’d  th’  impoftor  from  her  tinfell’d  throne. 

On  yon  duft-levell’d  fpire  the  crafty  maid. 

With  indignation  brooding  in  her  bread. 

Sits  gloomily. — Her  votaries  all  are  fled. 

Her  lamps  extinguilh’d,  and  her  rites  fupprefs’d  : 

Within  her  hand  a  vacant  firing  flie  holds. 

That  once  connected  many  a  hallow’d  bead  :  . 

The  blotted  fcroll  the  other  hand  unfolds. 

Contain’d  the  maxims  of  her  flighted  creed. 

Couch’d  at  her  feet,  behold  a  mouldering  (hrine, 

(Of  various  relics  once  the  dread  abode) 

Where  runs  the  fpider  o’er  his  treacherous  line, 
Where  lurks  the  beetle,  and  the  loath  feme  toad  : 
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On  Darknefs’  wing  now  fails  the  midnight  hour. 
When  for  the  grateful  found  of  choral  prayer. 

The  lhrieking  owl  from  yon  difparted  tower. 

With  notes  of  horror  wakes  her  trembling  ear. 

Of  human  grandeur  mark  the  fleeting  day, 

How  frail  each  purpofe,  and  each  wiih  how  vain  1 

The  ftrong-built  domes,  the  cloifter’d  fanes  decay, 
And  ruin  hovers  round  the  defert  fcene. 

<• 

The  path  that  leads  to  yonder  lhatter’d  pile 
Is  now  perplex’d  with  many  a  fordid  brier : 

No  crowd  is  feen  within  the  facred  ifle. 

The  Sabbath  mourns  its  long-aeferted  choir. 

The  golden  crozier  blended  with  the  dull 
In  horrid  folds  the  ferpent  clafps  around  : 

The  powerful  image,  and  the  fainted  bull, 

Defam’d,  unhallow’d,  prefs  the  weedy  ground. 

Not  diftant  far,  her  gold  encircled  tower 
Th’  inviolable  dame  majeftic  rear’d. 

On  whofe  dread  altar  breath’d  fonre  hidden  power. 
By  Terror  guarded,  and  by  kings  rever’d  : 

To  which  afylum  ev’n  th’  aflaflin  came, 

(His  hand  audacious  ftill  imbru’d  with  gore) 

The  boon  of  full  impunity  to  claim, 

While  feeble  Juftice  wept  her  baflled  lore. 
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So  Truth  at  once  diflolv’d  the  mental  chain. 

And  banifli’d  Error  from  th’  enlighten’d  Ihore ; 

So  clos’d  at  length  the  bufy-a&ed  fcene, 

The  curtain  dropp’d,  and  Folly’s  malk  was  o’er, 

The  gladfome  Ceres  rais’d  her  drooping  head, 
(While  yellow  harvefts  gilt  the  fmiling  plain) 

Beheld  a  youthful  band  around  her  fpread. 

With  fickles  arm’d  to  reap  the  bearded  grain. 

The  warrior  then  beneath  the  trailing  veil, 

The  peaceful  caffock,  or  the  drowfy  cowl. 

No  longer  quench'd  the  flame  within  his  breaft, 

Or  lull’d  the  purpofe  of  his  daring  foul  : 

But  ruflr’d  undaunted  to  the  doubtful  war, 

Purfu’d  where  Glory  led  the  radiant  way. 

Till  Neptune  riflng  on  his  coral  car, 

Refign’d  his  watry  world  to  Britain’s  fway. 

The  virgin  fair  by  venal  guardians  doom’d. 

By  error  prompted,  or  fubdu’d  by  force, 

No  more  in  cloifters  drear  their  days  confum’d  : 
Like  flow’rets  flrew’d  around  the  fenfelefs  corfe. 

Triumphant  Hymen  hail'd  the  blifsful  hour. 

And  faw  a  white- rob’d  focial  train  approach, 

For  whom  the  Pleafures  drefs’d  the  happy  bower, 
And  fcatter’d  rofes  o’er  the  deflin’d  couch. 
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Still  other  blefiings  from  this  change  appear’d  ; 

No  injur’d  family  did  then  behold 
On  loitering  monks  its  native  wealth  conferr’d. 

Nor  fpacious  altars  cover’d  with  its  gold. 

Full  many  trod  that  crooked  path  to  Fame, 

Vet  from  her  hand  receiv’d  no  lading  meed, 

She  from  her  annals  rends  their  fading  name, 

And  gives  to  Infamy  the  worthlefs  deed  : 

But  VengeanfceJbme  purfu’d  with  dire  difgrace, 
Purfu’d  beyond  tire-circle  of  its  Ip  here, 

Even  to  the  cemetery’s  dark  recefs, 

Nor  fpar’d  them  fleeping  on  the  peaceful  bier. 

Befide  the  fpreading  of  that  fombrous  yew, 

Where  yawns  with  hideous  chafin  the  vaulted  cave, 
Prefenting  to  the  fix’d  aftonilh’d  view 
The  profanation  of  a  rifled  grave  : 

The  large-endowing  Rufus  lay  inurn’d. 

With  many  a  fculptur’d  image  on  his  {brine. 

That  fmit  with  forrow  o’er  his  alhes  mourn’d. 

The  Sifter-Graces,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 

Imprinted  on  Tradition’s  ftoried  leaf 
Is  found  (to  this  fepulchral  fpot  confin’d) 

A  terror-breathing  tale  that  wins  belief, 

And  oft  repeated  by  the  neighb’ring  hind  ! 
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From  where  yon  mountain  ffiades  the  dreary  plain, 

AttraSed  by  the  fcent  of  human  blood, 

A  troop  of  wolves  voracious  fcour’d  amain. 

And  at  this  charnel -vault  requir’d  their  food. 

When,  horrid  to  relate  !  they  burll  the  tomb, 

And  fvvift  defcending  to  the  deepeft  Ihade, 

Up-tore  the  ffirowded  tenant  from  its  womb. 

And  o’er  the  mangled  corfe  relentlefs  prey’d. 

The  paly  ffars  with  dim  relu&ant  light. 

Like  tapers  glimmer'd  on  their  orgies  foul. 

While  gliding  fpeflres  fcream’d  with  wild  affright. 

Re-echo’d  loud  by  their  tremendous  howl ! 

Ah  1  what  avail’d  the  folemn-moving  hearfe  ? 

The  fable  mantled  cars,  the  funeral  throng  ? 

Grav’d  on  his  monument  the  foothing  verfe  ? 

The  priefts,  the  torches,  and  the  choral  fong  ? 

Misjudging  wretch !  while  thou  with  hand  profufe 
Thy  treafures  on  this  manfion  didft  entail, 

And  ponr  down  riches  on  the  vow’d  reclufe, 

Thine  orphan  babes  partook  a  fcanty  meal. 

Thy  widow’d  fair,  her  cheek  bedew’d  with  tears. 

Approach’d  with  fuppliant  knee  the  cloider-gate. 

There  oft  aifclos’d  in  vain  her  poignant  cares. 

Returning  Hill  to  weep  her  haplefs  fate. 

I  L 


(  1^3  5 


IL  LATTE:  AN  ELEGY. 


BY  THE  SAME 


E  fair,  for  whom  the  hands  of  Hymen  weave 


A  The  nuptial  wreath  to  deck  your  virgin  brow, 
While  pleafing  pains  the  confcious  bofom  heave. 
And  on  the  kindling  cheeks  the  blufhes  glow  : 

Whofe  fpctlefs  foul  contains  the  better  dower, 

Whofe  life  unftain’d  full  many  virtues  vouch, 

For  whom  now  Venus  frames  the  fragrant  bower, 
And  fcatters  rofes  o’er  tW  expelling  couch  : 

To  you  I  fing. — Ah  1  ere  the  raptur'd  youth 
With  trembling  hand  removes  the  jealous  veil. 
Where,  long  regardlefs  of  the  vows  of  truth, 
Unfccial  coynefs  flamp’d  th’  ungrateful  feal, 

A  low  the  Poet  round  your  flowing  hair, 

Cull’d  from  an  humble  vale,  a  wreath  to  twine. 
To  Beauty’s’ altar  with  the  Loves  repair. 

And  wake  the  lute  befide  that  living  fiirine  : 
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That  faered  fhrine  !  where  female  virtue  glows. 
Where  ev’n  the  Graces  all  their  treafures  bring, 
.And  where  thelilly,  temper’d  with  the  rofe. 
Harmonious  contrail; !  breathes  an  Eden  fpring ", 

That  fhrine  !  where  Nature  with  prefaging  aim. 
What  time  her  friendly  aid  Lucina  brings. 

The  fnowy  ne&ar  pours,  delightful  flream  ! 

Where  fluttering  Cupids  dip  their  purple  wings  ; 

For  you  who  bear  a  Mother’s  faered  name, 

Whofe  cradled  offspring,  in  lamenting  ftrain, 
WTith  artlefs  eloquence  afl'erts  his  claim. 

The  boon  of  Nature,  but  afl’erts  in  vain. 

Say  why,  illuferious  daughters  of  the  great. 

Lives  not  the  nurfling  at  your  tender  breaft? 

By  you  protefled  in  his  frail  eflate  ? 

By  you  attended,  and  by  you  tarefs’d  ? 

To  foreign  hands,  alas !  can  you  refign 

The  parent’s  talk,  the  mother’s  pleafing  care  i 
To  foreign  hands  the  finding  babe  confign  ? 

While  Nature  Harts,  and  Hymen  fheds  a  tear. 

When,  ’mid  the  poliflfd  circle  ye  rejoice. 

Or  roving  join  fantaftic  Pleafure’s  train. 

Unheard  perchance  the  nurfling  lifts  his  voice, 

His  tears  unnotic’d,  and  unfooth’d  his  pain. 
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Ah  !  what  avails  the  coral  crown’d  with  gold  I 
In  heedlefs  infancy  the  title  vain  ? 

The  colours  gay  the  purfled  fcarfs  unfold  ? 

The  fplendid  nurfery,  and  th’  attendant  train  ? 

Far  better  hadft  thou  firft  beheld  the  light, 
Beneath  the  rafter  of  feme  roof  obfenre ! 

There  in  a  mother’s  eye  to  read  delight. 

And  in  her  cradling  arm  repos’d  fecure.— 

No  wonder,  fhould  Hygeia,  blifsful  Queen  1 
Her  wonted  falutary  gifts  recall. 

While  haggard  Pain  applies  his  dagger  keen, 
And  o’er  the  cradle  Death  unfolds  his  pall. 

The  flowret  ravilh’d  from  its  native  air. 

And  bid  to  flourifh  in  a  foreign  vale, 

Does  it  not  oft  elude  the  planter’s  care, 

And  breathe  its  dying  odours  on  the  gale  ? 

For  you,  ye  plighted  fair,  when  Hymen  crowns 
With  tender  offspring  your  unfhaken  love, 

Behold  them  not  with  Rigour’s  chilling  frowns, 
Nor  from  your  fight  unfeelingly  remove. 

Unfvvay’d  by  Fatliion’s  dull  unfeemly  jeft, 

Still  to  the  bofom  let  your  infant  cling. 

There  banquet  oft,  an  ever- welcome  guelf, 
Unblam’d  inebriate  at  that  healthful  fprir.g. 
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With  fond  folicitude  each  pain  alfwage, 

Explain  the  look,  awake  the  ready  fmile. 

Unfeign’d  attachment  fo  lhall  you  engage. 

To  crown  with  gratitude  maternal  toil : 

So  fhall  yoicr  daughters  in  affliction's  day. 

When  o'er  your  form  the  gloom  of  age  fnall  fpread, 

With  lenient  converfe  chafe  the  hours  away. 

And  foothe  with  Duty’s  hand  the  widow’d  bed  : 

Approach,  compaffionate,  the  voice  of  Grief, 

And  whifper  patience  to  the  clofing  ear  ; 

From  Comfort’s  chalice  miniller  relief. 

And  in  the  potion  drop  a  filial  tear. 

So  lhall  your  fons,  when  beauty  is  no  more, 

When  fades  the  languid  luftre  in  your  eye. 

When  Flattery  Ihuns  her  dulcet  notes  to  pour. 

The  want  of  beauty,  and  of  praife,  fupply. 

Ev’n  from  the  wreathe  that  decks  the  warrior’s  brow. 
Some  chofen  leaves  your  peaceful  walks  lhall  drew. 

And  ev’n  the  flowers  on  clallic  ground  that  blow. 

Shall  all  unfold  their  choiceft  fweets  for  you. 

When  to  th’  embattled  holt  the  trumpet  blows, 

While  at  the  call  fair  Albion’s  gallant  train 

Dare  to  the  field  their  triple-number’d  foes. 

And  chafe  them  fpeeding  o’er  the  frighten’d  plain  : 
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The  mother  kindles  at  the  glorious  thought. 

And  to  her  Ton’s  renown  adjoins  her  name  ; 

For,  at  the  nurturing  bieaft,  the  hero  caught 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  love  of  fame. 

Or  in  the  fenate  when  Britannia’s  caufe 

With  generous  themes  infpires  the  glowing  mind. 

While  liftening  Freedom  grateful  looks  applaufe. 
Pale  Slavery  drops  her  chain,  ar.d  fculks  behind: 

With  confcicus  joy  the  tender  parent  fraught. 

Still  to  her  Ton’s  renown  adjoins  her  name; 

For,  at  the  nurturing  bread,  the  patriot  caught 
The  love  pf  virtue,  and  the  love  of  fair.^. 
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THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  LYCON 
AND  EUPHORMIUS. 

BY  WILLIAM  MEL  MOTH,  E  S  Q_. 

DEEM  not,  ye  plaintive  crew,  that  fuffer  wrong, 

Ne  thou,  O  man  !  who  deal’ll  the  tort,  mifween 
The  equal  gods,  who  heaven’s  fky-manlions  throng, 

(  Though  viewlefs  to  the  eyne  they  diilant  lheen) 
Spectators  recklefs  of  our  adtions  been. 

Turning  the  volumes  of  grave  fages  old, 

Where  auncient  faws  in  fable  may  be  feen. 

This  truth  I  fond  in  paynim  tale  enroll’d  ; 

Which  for  enfample  drad  my  mufe  lhall  here  unfold.  - 

What  time  Arcadia’s  flowret  vallies  fam’d, 

Pelafgus,  firlt  of  monarchs  old,  obey’d, 

There  wonn’d  a  wight,  and  Lycon  was  he  nam’d, 

Unaw’d  by  confcience,  of  no  gods  afraid, 

Ne  judice  rul’d  his  heart,  ne  mercy  fway’d. 

Some  held  him  kin  to  that  abhorred  race, 

Which  heaven’s  high  towers  with  mad  emprize  allay’d  j 
And  fome  his  cruel  lynage  did  ytrace 
From  fell  Erynnis  join’d  in  Pluto’s  djre  embrace. 
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But  he,  perdy,  far  other  tale  did  feign. 

And  claim’d  alliaunce  with  the  Sifters  nine  ; 

And  deem’d  himfelf  (what  deems  not  pride  fo  vain  ?) 

The  peerlefs  paragon  of  wit  divine. 

Vaunting  that  every  foe  fhould  rue  its  tine. 

Right  doughty  wight  !  yet,  footh,  withouten  fmart. 

All  powerlefs  fell  the  lofel’s  fhafts  malign  : 

’Tis  Vertue’s  arm  to  wield  Wit’s  heavenly  dart. 

Point  its  keen  barb  with  force,  and  fend  it  to  the  heart. 

One  only  impe  he  had,  Paftora  hight, 

Whofe  fweet  amenaunce  pleas’d  each  fhepherd’s  eye: 
Yet  pleas’d  fhe  not  bafe  Lycon’s  evil  fpright, 

Tho  blame  in  her  not  Malice  moten  fpy. 

Clear,  without  fpot,  as  fummer’s  cloualefs  ficy. 

Hence  poets  feign’d,  Lycean  Pan  array’d 
In  Lycon's  form,  enflam’d  with  paflion  high. 

Deceiv’d  her  mother  in  the  covert  glade. 

And  from  the  ftoln  embrace  yfprong  the  heavenly  maid. 

Thus  fabling  they  :  mean  while  the  damfel  fair 
A  Ihepherd  youth  remark’d,  as  o’er  the  plain 
She  deftly  pac’d  elong  fo  debonair  : 

Seem’d  Ihe  as  one  of  Dian’s  chofen  train. 

Full  many  a  fond  excufe  he  knew  to  feign. 

In  fweet  converfe  to  while  with  her  the  day, 

’Till  love  unvvares  his  heedlefs  heart  did  gain. 

Nor  dempt  he,  fimple  wight,  no  mortal  may 
The  blinded  god  once  harbour’d,  when  he  lift,  forefay; 
You  II.  K  '  Now 
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Now  much  he  meditates  if  yet  to  fpeak. 

And  now  refolves  his  paflion  to  conceal : 

But  fure,  quoth  he,  my  feely  heart  will  break. 

If  aye  I  fmother  what  I  aye  mull;  feel. 

At  length  by  hope  embolden’d  to  reveal. 

The  labouring  fecret  dropped  from  his  tong. 

Whiles  frequent  fingults  check’d  his  faltring  tale, 

In  model!  wife  her  head  Paftora  hong  : 

For  never  maid  more  chafte  infpired  fhepherd’s  fong. 

What  needs  me  to  recount  in  long  detail 
The  tender  parley  which  thefe  lemans  held  : 

How  oft  he  vowed  his  love  her  ne’er  Ihould  fail ; 

How  oft  the  ftream  from  forth  her  eyne  outwell’d. 
Doubting  if  conlfancy  yet  ever  dwell’d 
In  heart  of  youthful  wight :  fuffice  to  know, 

Each  rifing  doubt  he  in  her  bofome  quell’d. 

So  parted  they,  more  blithfome  both,  I  trow  • 

For  rankling  love  conceal’d,  me  feems,  is  deadly  woe. 

Eftfoons  to  Lycon  fwift  the  youth  did  fare  , 

(  kagg’d  ever  youth  when  Cupid  urg’d  his  way  ?) 

And  flraight  his  gentle  purpofe  did  declare. 

And  footh  the  mount’naunce  of  his  herds  difplay. 

Ne  Lycon  meant  his  fuiten  to  forefay  : 

**  Be  thine,  Paftora  (quoth  the  malker  fly) 

“  And  twice  two  thoufand  Iheep  her  dower  lhall  pay.” 
Beat  then  the  lover’s  heart  with  joyaunce  high  ; 

Ne  dempt  that  aught  his  blifs  could  now  betray, 

Ne  guefs’d  that  foul  deceit  in  Lycon’s  bofome  Jay. 

S» 
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So  Forth  he  yode  to  feek  his  reverend  fire ; 

(  The  good  Euphormius  Ihepherds  him  did  cali) 

-  How  fweet  Paftora  did  his  bofome  fire. 

Her  worth,  her  promis’d  flocks,  he  tolden  all. 

Ah  1  nere,  my  fon,  let  Lycon  thee  enthrall, 

(Reply’d  the  fage,  in  wife  experience  old) 

“  Smooth  is  his  tongue,  but  full  of  guile  withal, 

“  In  promife  faithlefs,  and  in  vaunting  bold  : 

“  Ne  ever  lamb  of  his  will  bleat  within  thy  fold.” 

With  words  prophetick  thus  Euphormius  fpake  : 

And  fad  confirm’d  what  wifdom  thus  foretold  : 

Full  many  a  mean  devife  did  Lycon  make. 

The  hoped  day  of  fpoufal  to  with-hold. 

Framing  new  trains  when  nought  mote  ferve  his  old. 
Nath’lefs  he  vow’d,  Cyllene,  cloud-topt  hill. 

Should  fooner  down  the  lowly  delve  be  roll’d. 

Than  he  his  plighted  promife  nould  fulfill  : 

But  when,  perdy,  or  where,  the  caitive  fayen  nill. 

Whiles  thus  the  tedious  funs  had  journey’d  round, 

Ne  ought  mote  now  the  lovers  hearts  divide, 

Ne  truft  was  there,  ne  truth  in  Lycon  found  ; 

The  maid  with  matron  Juno  for  her  guide, 

The  youth  by  Concord  led,  in  fecret  hy’d 
To  Hymen’s  facred  fane  :  the  honed  deed 

Each  god  approv’d,  and  clofe  the  bands  were  ty’d, 
Certes,  till  happier  moments  fhould  fucceed. 

No  prying  eyne  they  ween’d  their  eraprize  mote  areed, 
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But  prying,  eyne  of  Lycon  ’twas  in  vain 

(Right  pradliek  in  difguife)  to  hope  beware. 

He  trac’d  their  covert  fteps  to  Hymen’s  fane. 

And  joy'd  to  find  them  in  his  long-laid  fnare. 
Algates,  in  femblaunt  ire,  he  ’gan  to  fwear. 

And  roaren  loud  as  in  difpleafaunce  high  ; 

Then  out  he  hurlen  forth  his  daughter  fair. 
Forelore,  the  houfelefs  child  of  Mifery,  . 

Expos'd  to  killing  cold,  and  pinching  penury. 

Ah  !  whither  now  lhall  fad  Paftora  wend, 

T o  want  abandon’d  and  by  wrongs  opprell  ? 

Who  lhall  the  wretched  out-caft’s  teen  befriend  ? 
Live’s  mercy  then,  if  not  in  parent’s  breaft  ? 

At  Jove’s  right  hand,  to  Jove  for  ever  dear. 

Yes,  Mercy  lives,  the  gentle  goddefs  bleft. 

Aye  at  his  feet  Ihe  pleads  the  caufe  dillrelt. 

To  Sorrow’s  plaints  Ihe  turns  his  equal  ear. 

And  wafts  to  heaven’s  liar- throne  fair  Venue’s  filent  tear. 

’Twas  SHE  that  bade  Euphormius  quell  each  thought 
That  well  mote  rife  to  check  his  generous  aid. 

Tho  high  the  torts  which  Lycon  him  had  wrought, 
Tho  few  the  flocks  his  humble  paflures  fed. 

When  as  he  learn’d  Paltora’s  haplefs  fled. 

His  breaft  humane  with  wonted  pity  flows. 

He  op’d  his  gates,  the  naked  exile  led 
Beneath  his  roof :  a  decent  drapet  throws 
O’er  her  cold  limbs,  and  fooths  her  undeferved  woes. 
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Now  loud-tongu’d  Rumor  bruited  round  the  tale  : 

Th’  aftonied  fwains  uneath  could  credence  give. 

That  in  Arcadia’s  unambitious  vale 
A  faytor  falfe  as  Lycon  e’er  did  live. 

But  Jove  (who  in  high  heaven  does  mortals  prive, 

And  every  deed  in  golden  ballance  weighs) 

To  earth  his  flaming  charret  baden  drive. 

And  down  defcends,  enwrapt  in  peerlefs  blaze. 

To  deal  forth  guerdon  meet  to  good  and  evil  ways. 

Where  Eurymmanthus,  crown’d  with  many  a  wood. 

His  filver  ftream  through  dafy’d  vales  does  lead. 
Stretch’d  on  the  flowery  marge,  in  recklefs  mood, 

Proud  Lycon  fought  by  charm  of  jocund  reed 
To  lull  the  dire  remcfe  of  tortious  deed. 

Him  Jove  accofts,  in  reverend  femblaunce  digbt 
Of  good  Euphormius,  and  ’gan  mild  areed 
Of  compaft  oft  confirm’d,  of  fay  yplight. 

Of  nature’s  tender  tye,  of  facred  rule  of  right. 

With  lofty  eyne,  half  loth  to  look  fo  low. 

Him  Lycon  view’d,  and  with  fwol’n  furquedry 
*  Canrudely  treat  his  facred  eld  :  When  now 
Forth  flood  the  God  confeft  that  rules  the  Iky, 

In  fudden  Iheen  of  drad  divinity  : 

“  And  know,  falfe  man,”  the  lord  of  thunders  faid, 

“  Not  unobferv’d  by  heaven’s  all-perfent  eye 
“  Thy  cruel  deeds :  nor  flrall  be  unappay’d  : 

Go!  be  in  form  that  beflbefeems  thy  thews,  array’d.” 
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Whiles  yet  he  fpake  th’  affrayed  trembling  wight 
Tranfmew’d  to  blatant  bead,  with  hideous  howl 
Rufh’d  headlong  forth,  in  well- deferved  plight, 

Mid’ft  dragons,  minotaurs,  and  fiends  to  prowl, 

A  wolf  in  form  as  erft  a  wolf  in  foul  ! 

To  Pholoe,  foreft  wild,  he  hy’d  away, 

The  horrid  haunt  of  favage  monfters  foul. 

There  helplefs  innocence  is  ftill  his  prey, 

Thief  of  the  bleating  fold,  and  fhepherd’s  dire  difmay. 

Tho  Jove  to  good  Euphormius’  cot  did  wend. 

Where  peaceful  dwelt  the  man  of  virtue  high. 

Each  {hepherd’s  praife  and  eke  each  Ihepherd’s  friend. 
In  every  aft  of  Aveet  humanity. 

Kim  Jove  approaching  in  mild  majefly, 

Greeted  all  hail  !  then  bade  him  join  the  throng 
Of  glit'rand  lights  that  gild  the  glowing  Iky. 

There  ihepherds  nightly  view  his  orb  yhong, 

Where  bright  he  Ihines  eterne,  the  brighteft  ftars  emong. 
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A  TALE. 


BY'THE  same. 

ER  E  Saturn’s  fons  were  yet  difgrac’d. 
And  heathen  gods  were  all  the  tafte. 
Full  oft  (we  read)  ’twas  Jove’s  high  will 
To  take  the  air  on  Ida’s  hill. 

It  chanc’d,  as  once  with  ferious  ken 
He  view’d  from  thence  the  ways  of  men. 
He  faw  (and  pity  touch’d  his  bread: ) 

The.  world  by  three  foul  fiends  poffeft. 

Pale  Difcord  there,  and  Folly  vain, 

With  haggard  Vice,  upheld  their  reign. 
Then  forth  he  fent  his  fummons  high, 

And  call'd  a  fenate  of  the  fky. 

Round  as  the  winged  orders  preft, 

Jove  thus  his  facred  mind  expreft  : 

“  Say,  which  of  all  this  Ihining  train 
“  Will  Virtue’s  conflidl  hard  fuftain  ? 

For  fee  !  fhe  drooping  takes  her  flight, 
“  While  not  a  God  fupports  her  right.” 

He  paus’d - when  from  amidft  the  Iky, 

Wit f  Innocence,  and  Harmony, 
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With  one  united  zeal  arofe. 

The  triple  tyrants  to  oppofe. 

That  inltant  from  the  realms  of  day. 

With  generous  fpeed,  they  took  their  way  : 
To  Britain's  ifle  diredt  their  car. 

And  enter’d  with  the  evening  ftar. 

Befide  the  road  a  manfion  flood. 

Defended  by  a  circling  wood. 

Hither,  difguis’d,  their  fteps  they  bend. 

In  hopes,  perchance,  to  find  a  friend. 

Nor  vain  their  hope  ;  for  records  fay. 

Worth  ne’er  from  thence  was  turn’d  away. 
They  urge  the  traveller’s  common  chance, 
And  every  piteous  plea  advance  : 

The  artful  tale  that  Wit  had  feign’d. 
Admittance  eafy  foon  obtain’d. 

The  dame  who  own'd,  adorn’d  the  place  ; 
Three  blooming  daughters  added  grace. 

The  firft,  with  gentleft  manners  bleft 
And  temper  fweet,  each  heart  pofleft  ; 

Who  view’d  her,  catch’d  the  tender  flame  ; 
And  foft  Amafia  was  her  name. 

In  fprightly  fenfe  and  polilh’d  air. 

What  maid  with  Mira  might  compare  ? 

While  Lucia’s  eyes,  and  Lucia’s  lyre. 

Did  unrefifted  love  infpire. 

Imagine  now  the  table  clear. 

And  mirth  in  every  face  appear ; 
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The  fong,  the  tale,  the  jeft  went  round, 
The  riddle  dark,  the  trick  profound. 
Thus  each  admiring  and  admir’d. 

The  holts  and  guefts  at  length  retir’d  ; 
When  Wit  thus  fpake  her  fifter-train  : 

*«  Faith,  friends,  our  errand  is  but  vairi- 
<c  Quick  let  us  meafure  back  the  fky  ; 

“  Thefe  nymphs  alone  may  well  fupply 
Wit,  Innocence,  and  Harmony.” 


•  firs*? 
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EPISTLE  TO  SAPPHO1. 


BY  THE  SAME 


H  I  LE  yet  no  amorous  youths  around  thee  bow. 


V  V  Nor  flattering  verfe  conveys  the  faithlefs  vow  ; 
To  graver  notes  will  Sappho’s  foul  attend. 

And  ere  fhe  hears  the  lover,  hear  the  friend  ? 

Let  maids  lefs  blefs’d  employ  their  meaner  arts 
To  reign  proud  tyrants  o’er  unnumber’d  hearts  j 
May  Sappho  learn  (for  nobler  triumphs  born) 

Thofe  little  conquefts  of  her  fex  to  fcorn. 

To  form  thy  bofom  to  each  generous  deed  ; 

To  plant  thy  mind  with  every  ufeful  feed  ; 


fc  A  young  lady  of  thirteen  years  of  age. 
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Ee  thefe  thy  arts  :  nor  fpare  the  grateful  toil. 

Where  Nature's  hand  has  blefs’d  the  happy  foil. 

So  flialt  thou  know,  with  pleafing  full,  to  blend 
The  lovely  miflrefs,  and  inftruftive  friend  : 

Soflralt  thou  know,  when  unrelenting  Time 
Shall  fpoil  thofe  charms  yet  opening  to  their  prime. 

To  eafe  the  lofs  of  Beauty’s  tranfient  flower. 

While  reafon  keeps  what  rapture  gave  before. 

And  oh  !  while  Wit,  fair  dawning,  fpreads  its  ray. 
Serenely  rifing  to  a  glorious  day. 

To  hail  the  growing  luftre  oft  be  mine, 

Thou  early  favourite  of  the  facred  Nine? 

And  fhall  the  Mufe  with  blamelefs  boaft  pretend. 

In  Youth’s  gay  bloom  that  Sappho  call’d  me  friend  : 
That  urg’d  by  me  fhe  fhunn’d  the  dangerous  way. 

Where  heedlefs  maids  in  endlefs  error  ftray  ; 

That  fcorning  foon  her  fex’s  idler  art. 

Fair  Praife  infpir’d  and  Virtue  warm’d  her  heart ; 

That  fond  to  reach  the  diftant  paths  of  Fame, 

I  taught  her  infant  genius  where  to  aim  ? 

Thus  when  the  feather’d  choir  firft  tempt  the  fky, 

And  all  unfkill’d  their  feeble  pinions  try, 

Th’  experienc’d  fire  preferibes  th’  adventurous  height. 
Guides  the  young  wing,  and  pleas’d  attends  the  flight. 
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VERSES  WRITTEN  IN  LONDON  ON  THE 
APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 

EARLY  the  fun  his  radiant  axle  guides, 

Sloping  his  deep  courfe  with  the  Pleiades  i 
On  every  fragant  briar  the  flowret  blooms, 

And  the  wild  woodlark  chaunts  his  early  fong 
In  heedlefs  carol,  to  the  finding  Hours, 

Young  Maia’s  fedive  train  ;  their  wavy  dance 
She  jocund  leads,  and  from  her  horn  profufe 
Pours  rofes,  violets,  woodbines,  eglantine. 

Fair  Flora’s  dower,  what  time  the  youthful  Spring 
Clafp’d  her  all- bl  ufhing  in  a  fecret  bower  : 

Thou  the  mild  offspring  of  their  warm  embrace. 

Oh  lovely  May,  and  thefe  thine  heritage, 

Which  bounteous  thou  with  an  unfparing  hand 
Scattered  to  all,  tho’  chief  thou  lov’d  to  deck 
The  village  Phaebe’s  brow,  and  fairer  far 
Is  thy  adorning,  than  the  funny  glow 
Of  eadern  ruby,  ill  ad'orted  grace 
That  decks  not  but  deforms  the  faded  check 
Of  the  wan  courtier. — Far  more  raptur’d  greets 
Fancy’s  fond  ear,  where’er  (he  mufing  roves, 

Thy  mindrelfy  untutor'd,  than  the  trill 
And  languid  defcant  of  Italian  art. 
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Yet  fings  the  woodlark,  and  the  hawthorn  bloom?. 
Unheard  the  fong,  the  fragrance  unperceiv’d 
By  rne ;  tho’  not  among  the  Tons  of  men 
There  lives,  who  lifters  with  more  raptur’d  ear. 
Or  feels  more  lively,  Nature's  varied  boon. 

For  tho’  confined  in  the  city  walls 

To  dwell  with  bufy  Care,  and  with  him  watch 

The  call  of  Intereft,  is  my  lot  affix’d, 

Far  happier  feems  to  me  the  peafant’s  life. 

Who  treads  th€  furrow  labouring,  yet  his  mind 
Vacant  of  thought  can  mufe  of  what  around 
Strikes  his  rapt  eye  with  beauty,  or  his  ear 
With  pleafmg  fong,  than  if  a  golden  mine 
Difclos’d  its  boundlefs  treafures,  but  condemn’d 
My  carking  thought,  to  watch  the  gilded  mifchief. 
And  cunningly  devife  t’increafe  the  ftore. 

Bereav’d  of  every  pleafure  Nature  gives 
Each  plain  but  heart-felt  rapture,  what  is  wealth  »' 
In  artful  mazes  we  but  toil  for  blifs  : 

True  Pleafure  dwells  not  in  the  arched  roof. 

She  fsngs  no  carol  to  the  midnight  ball ; 

The  loaded  board  and  Bacchus’  fluftering  draughts 
Jn  vain  are  tryed,  for  ah  Ihe  dwells  not  there  ! 

She  dwells  not  with  fuch  rude  ill-manner’d  mirth. 
But  feeks  with  her  mild  filter  Chearfulnefs 
The  rufiet  plain  ;  there  prompts  the  virgin’s  fong, 
Breathes  the  brifk  carol  from  the  cottage  reed, 
Strikes  the  quick  tabor  glad  with  echoing  pulfe, 
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And  animates  the  village  holiday. 

Nor  then  atone  but  when  his  honed  labour 
Calls  the  good  Twain,  Ihe  early  joins  his  dep  ; 

For  the  mild  radiance  of  the  opening  dawn 
Gives  to  her  fight  the  wide-extended  view 
Of  hill  and  dale,  hoar  foreft,  flowering  heath. 
Rich  harveft,  verdant  meadow,  where  the  dream 
Rolls  far  its  plenteous  wave,  and  all  around 
To  Pleafure’s  ear  mod  grateful,  thoufand  birds. 
Lark,  linnet,  thrulh,  and  thou  of  all  the  grove 
The  fweeted  fongfier,  witching  Philomel, 

Art  rifing  to  hymn  out  thy  morning  fong. 

Thou  too  at  eve,  when  all  his  labour  o’er. 

He  at  the  furrow’s  end  unyokes  the  deer. 

And  feeks  with  weary  dep  his  red  at  home, 

Dod  with  thy  tranquil  warble  footh  his  foul ; 

Bed  prelude  to  the  peace  his  cottage  gives. 

There  at  the  door  his  numerous  offspring  watch 
Their  fire’s  return,  and  eager  run  to  tell 
The  tyding  of  his  coming,  while  his  dame 
Plys  her  glad  evening  care,  to  deck  the  board 
With  food  uncater’d  by  the  baleful  hand 
Of  Luxury,  and  fitted  to  refrefh 
His  toil-worn  foiri t,  and  her  Trailing;  welcome 
Gives  its  due  reiifh  to  the  Ample  fare. 

What  are  to  this  the  proud  luxurious  feafls. 

The  City’s  boafl,  where  diflant  colonies 
Of  Ead  and  Weflern  worlds  mud  be  explor’d 
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To  ftrike  the  fickly  palate’s  feeble  fenle 
With  faint  delight  ?  Oh  what  are  all  our  joys, 

Ev’n  thofe  of  monarchs,  to  the  thoufand  beauties 
That  ftrike  the  rapt  foul  of  the  rudeft  hind  ? 

Can  Art’s  beft  mimicry  their  form  exprefs  ? 

Can  richLoraine  mix  up  the  glowing  tint 
Eright  as  Aurora  ?  Can  he  form  a  fhade 
To  ilrike  the  fancy  with  a  gloom  fo  folemn 
As  every  thicket,  copfe,  or  fecret  grove 
At  twilight  hour  affords  ?  Can  favage  Rofa 
With  aught  fo  wildly  noble  fill  the  mind. 

As  where  the  ancient  oak  in  the  wood’s  depth 
Has  filed  his  leafy  honours,  and  around 
The  woodman  with  fell  axe  has  lower’d  the  pride 
Of  many  a  tall  tree,  he  deferred  Hands 
A  barren  trunk,  while  rude  winds  hosvl  around. 

And  dreary  torrents  lafh  his  naked  limbs  ? 

Mean  time  the  rifting  thunder  dreadful  roars. 

The  livid  lightnings  flafh,  and  elements 
Conjoin’d  pour  out  their  wrath,  as  if  to  rend 
The  lone,  defencelefs,  aged,  feeble  oak. 

Such  fcenes  awake  Imagination’s  powers 
To  facred  thought ;  fuch  Rofa  cannot  paint  j 
’  Fis  his  alone  to  fiiow  the  fhatter’d  trunk  : 

The  winds  keen  howl,  the  thunder’s  aweful  found, 

The  dreary  rain,  thefe  mock  the  pencil’s  power. 

Can  aught  of  artful  mufic  footh  the  foul 
To  fo  ferene  a  temper,  as  the  flight 

Of 
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Of  fongfters  in  the  grove  ?  or  can  thy  (train, 

(Tho’  there  Enchantment  (trike  the  magic  chord) 

Oh  matchlefs  Purcell  !  with  fo  wild  a  charm 
Tranfport  the  mind,  as  when  at  du(k  of  eve 
From  the  hoar  battlement  the  lone  owl’s  cry 
Pierces  the  awful  frlence,  and  the  fall’n 
And  time-worn  hollow  towers  convey  the  found 
To  the  near  wood,  where  in  the  devious  path 
Retired  Fancy  wanders,  on  her  ear 
The  faint  found  murmurs,  (trait  the  diftant  low 
Of  uny'Ok’d  heifer,  (trait  the  cuckow’s  note 
She  hears,  while  oft  the  roving  Zephyr’s  tread 
Rultling  alarms  her,  and  the  meafur’d  flep 
Of  the  (low  (teer,  who  brufhes  thro’  the  thicket 
To  feek  his  food,  beats  duly  regular. 

As  on  he  wanders,  thro’  the  opening  bower 
He  fees  the  pale  moon  rifing  ;  clouds  on  clouds 
Pil’d  mountainous  awhile  obftrudt  her  beam. 

Till  labouring  thence  lhe  lifts  her  filver  brow. 

And  pours  her  full  ray  on  the  ivy’d  Iteeple. 

And  hark  its  bell  now  tolls  the  minute  knell. 

And  thto’  the  churchway  path  the  furplic’d  pried 
Walks  (lowly  forward,  while  the  fnowy  pall 
Covering  tire  relicks  of  fome  love- lorn  virgin. 

Fades  with  aweful  pace  along  the  glade. 

Wrapt  harmonift  !  what  tho’  thy  dudied  chord 
Can  found  the  (low  knell,  echo  to  the  note 
The  lone  owl  utters,  breathe  the  heifer’s  low. 

And 
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And  mark  the  funeral  ftep  with  paufing  cadence. 

And  muiic  can  no  more,  where  is  the  tower 
O’er-hung  with  ivy,  feen  by  the  pale  moon, 

Whofe  faint  beam  glimmers  on  the  fnowy  pall  ? 

Where  are  the  rocky  clouds  from  whence  fhe  breaks? 

Yet  do  not  thefe,  does  not  the  ruffling  breeze 
And  the  flow-treading  heifer  add  delight  ? 

Do  not  accordant  fenfes  join  to  fill 

The  mufing  mind  with  calm  and  holy  rapture  ? 

And  can  the  city  by  the  utmoft  force 
Of  mimic  art,  with  labour’d  imitation 
So  foothe  the  foul,  or  give  fuch  mild  delight  ? 

Ye  gay  and  fportive  votaries  of  Joy, 

Forgive  the  thoughtlefs  Mufe,  for  fhe  has  led  me 
To  talk  of  pleafing  horror,  and  the  blifs 
Which  melancholy  gives  ;  ye  cannot  form 
Amid  the  circling  follies,  which  urge  on 
Your  laughing  hours,  perhaps  ye  cannot  form 
A  notion  of  thefe  joys,  and  with  a  taunt 
Of  high  contempt,  defpife  the  wild  enthufiafm. 

Yet  on  the  well-trod  ftage  have  ye  not  feen 
Your  Rofcius  fired  by  the  natural  bard, 

Immortal  Shakefpaar,  wander  the  bleak  heath 
A  poor  and  outcafl:  king,  nor  blame  the  winds 
Whofe  keen  tooth  feiz’d  his  age,  nor  chide  the  elements 
For  their  unkindnefs,  while  the  ruffling  {form 
Tore  the  proud  garments  from  his  fhivering  trunk. 

And  the  fierce  lightnings  fir’d  his  maddening  brain? 

Have 
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Have  you  not  then  felt  horror  ?  Would  ye  not 
Change  your  rich  pomp  for  Edgar’s  naked  hovel. 

And  be  the  poor  king’s  hoft  ? — Have  ye  not  wilh’d 
To  range  with  Rofaline  the  foreft  wild. 

Or  live  beneath  the  Ihelter  of  fome  oak 
With  melancholy  Jaques  ?  Tell  me,  why  then 
Ye  look’d  on  wealth  and  greatnefs  with  a  fcorn  ? 

Why  but  becaufe  the  Mufe  with  native  ftrength 
Pour’d  truth  on  Fancy’s  eye  ;  and  yet  the  Mufe 
Can  only  boaft  in  the  moll  warm  defcription 
A  faint  refemblance,  nor  has  Ihe  fuch  force 
To  ftrike  as  Nature  has.  Alas  !  her  voice 
But  wakes  remembrance  of  our  abfent  blifs  ; 

And  when  Ihe  fings  of  incenfe-breathing  Spring, 

She  wafts  no  odours  to  the  longing  fenfe, 

But  only  prompts  our  figh,  that  we  mull  dwell 
Confin’d  in  the  full  city,  diftant  far 
From  every  fcene  of  rural  innocence, 

Whofe  woods,  whofe  lhades,  whofe  ftorms,  or  funerals, 
Ev’n  raife  a  fenfe  of  pleafure.  What  can  then 
The  brighter  views,  what  can  the  happy  hour 
That  gives  the  blulhing  bride  to  the  true  arms 
Of  faithful  Damon  ?  Thenot  pleas’d  revives 
To  former  youth,  and  gayeft  of  the  day 
Provokes  the  village  mirth,  and  from  his  foul 
Enjoys'  the  fpoufal  of  his  boy,  who  fcarce 
(O’ercome  with  rapture)  can  himfelf  conduit 
His  feftival ;  and  but  for  bufy  Thenot, 

Vot.  If.  L  ,  Each 


(  146  ) 

Each  due  right  were  negle&ed,  and  the  gueffo 
Unbidden  by  the  tabor’s  fprightly  found 
To  feek  the  green,  and  in  the  jocund  dance 
Each  maiden  with  her  youth  breathe  fport  and  joy* 

Save  the  flill  happier  pair  :  their  greater  blifs 
Fills  the  whole  breaft,  nor  leaves  a  vacant  place 
For  lighter  mirth.  Unnotic’d  fpeaks  the  pipe  : 

They  hear  no  found  but  the  endearing  voice 
Of  mutual  love  :  they  do  not  mark  the  joy 
Jn  every  face  around;  for  their  attention. 

Fix’d  on  each  other,  watches  every  glance 
Diffufed  by  the  lovely  languid  eye. 

Well  may  all  elfe  be  unperceiv’d  ;  for  who 
Obferves  bright  Hefper  dart  his  pointed  ray, 

When  riding  high  mild  Cynthia  pours  ferene 
Her  Heady  beam.  Oh  tell  me,  when  compar’d 
To  thefe  true  raptures,  what’s  the  lhadowy  pomp 
And  artful  fplendour,  when  the  golden  fhackles 
Fetter  two  venal  fouls,  by  intereft  call’d 
To  proftitute  the  ever-hallow’d  rites 
Of  holy  Hymen  ? — On  the  village  plain 
Nought  joins  but  mutual  love  ;  no  fordid  motive 
Promotes  unnatural  union  ;  but  the  flame 
That  firft  united  glows  throughout  their  life 
A  fteady  fire,  whofe  unabating  light 
Gilds  Youth  with  rapture,  and  with  foflering  warmth 
Chears  drooping  Age,  who  fmiling  fees  his  offspring 
Step  forth  to  claim  the  joys  he  celebrates 

With 
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With  annual  hofpitality,  what  time 
The  circling  year  brings  round  the  happy  day 
That  (hower’d  down  bleffings  on  him,  when  it  gave 
To  his  fond  vow  the  willing  Sylvia’s  charms. 

Then  blooming  young,  now  hoary,  but  her  heart 
Unchang’d  by  time  ;  for  dill  the  fame  defire 
To  add  to  every  joy,  or  fondly  foothe 
Each  woe  he  feels,  reigns  unabated  there. 

His  focial  roof  receives  each  welcome  gueft. 

His  open  heart  diffufes  round  his  pleafure, 

And  each  plain  neighbour  with  unfeigning  tongue 
Congratulates  his  blifs.  Who  would  not  leave 
For  thefe  fincere  delights,  the  pageant  pomp. 

The  rich  array,  the  courtly  formal  fpeech 
Unutter’d  by  the  heart,  the  birth- day  wifli 
Of  venal  hirelings,  who  for  intereil  croud 
The  glittering  levee  ?  Happier  (Reafon  deems 
View’d  in  each  light)  the  Ample  village  life. 

Than  all  that  courtiers  wilh,  or  kings  bellow. 

Kings  cannot  give  a  boon  of  fo  rich  price 
As  are  thy  fmiles,  O  lovely  Health  !  and  thou 
Shunning  the  tumult,  to  the  rural  green 
Retired.  There,  not  built  by  mortal  hand. 

Stands  on  the  fouthern  Hope  of  the  frelh  hill 
Thy  temple,  from  whofe  roof  the  eglantine 
And  vagrant  woodbine  hang  ;  and  at  the  porch 
Sits  thy  good’  prieftefs  Eafe,  adminidring 
To  Exercife  (who  up  the  gentle  Hope 

Lz  By 
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By  moderate  footing  moves)  the  holy  cup' 

Of  Temperance;  nymph  of  the  cryftal  fpring 
That  dwells  beneath  thy  altar ;  and  from  thence 
Warbling  with  gentle  lapfe  joins  the  full  ftream. 
That  winding  wild  delays  its  filver  courfe 
In  the  rich  mead,  whofe  bank  the  peafant  oft 
Approaches  to  allay  his  thirft,  and  quaffs 
The  Ample  beverage  from  the  limpid  fount. 

Bright  virgin,  thee  of  all  the  Powers  who  range 
The  rural  plain,  I  woo  with  conftant  vow 
Mod;  ardent !  Deign  around  my  temples  bind 
Thy  fragrant  wreath,  and  deck  my  purpled  cheek 
With  thy  rich  glow.  Then  undifturb’d  the  mind 
Muling  purfues  its  holy  meditation, 

And  rapt  in  trance,  can  trace  a  thoufand  gifts 
Shower’d  by  the  gracious  hand  of  Nature’s  King 
To  deck  the  various  field.  The  wondering  eye 
Roams  o’er  the  fair  creation  ;  then  to  heaven 
Unbidden  foars  ;  for  the  full  foul  impreft 
With  holy  tranfport,  there  diredls  its  view 
From  whence  its  bleffings  flow,  and  the  rapt  voice 
Accordant  hymns  the  grateful  fong  of  praife. 

The  rapid  gulls  of  paffion,  which  or  pride, 

Or  folly,  or  the  thoufand  varying  forms 
Of  courtly  affe&ation  ever  raife. 

Here  all  fubfide,  and  the  compofed  breaft 
Expands  with  love,  and  to  its  utmolt  power 
Diffufes  bleffings  to  mankind,  nor  fears 
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Ingratitude  lliould  check,  or  pride  lliould  fpurn 
The  offer’d  bounties  of  the  generous  heart. 

Blefs’d  be  the  day,  and  doubly  blefs’d  the  hour. 
When  my  Fidele  with  unfeigned  vow 
Gave  her  fond  hand,  and  own’d  her  conftant  love  : 
Tho’  fince  that  hour  already  thrice  the  fun 
From  every  fign  has  feen  our  growing  blifs  ; 

And  tho’  thy  fmile  of  unaffeded  love 
Adds  joy  to  every  joy,  and  charms  to  eafe 
The  brow  of  Care ;  tho’  thou  art  all  that  heaven 
Could  give  in  woman,  tendernefs,  and  truth. 

And  all  my  heart  e’er  wilh’d,  when  warmed:  Fancy 
Form’d  the  fond  future  view  of  houlhold  blifs ; 

Yet  happier  Hill  perhaps  our  lot  had  been, 

Hadft  thou  beneath  the  rural  thatch  receiv’d 
My  faithful  vow,  and  we  had  never  heard 
Of  town  or  city  life  ;  a  Marian  thou, 

And  ruftic  Corin  I.  Then  on  the  plain 
Contented  we  had  pafs’d  Life’s  little  day. 

While  Youth  with  fprightly  beam  illum’d  her  hours. 
They  would  move  on  with  joy;  and  when  at  noon 
Firm  Manhood  call’d  us  forth  to  till  the  foil. 

And  with  our  labouring  hand  dired  the  plough, 
We  would  be  ready,  nor  refufe  the  talk, 

Due  tribute  to  the  public  ;  till  at  eve 

Our  vigour  loft,  when  Age  came  creeping  on. 

We  would  unyoke  our  heifers,  and  retire 
To  welcome  eafe,  our  bell  Ikill  then  employ’d 
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At  our  own  home  ;  attentive  there  to  thatch 
The  chinks  which  Time  had  made,  and  to  root  up 
Each  foul  weed  that  deform’d  our  little  plot. 

This  bufinefs  over,  calm  we  Ihould  attend 
Th'  approaching  hour  of  our  eternal  reft ; 

And  when  it  came,  borne  to  our  peaceful  grave 
By  the  plain  villager;  what  tho’  no  tomb 
Of  fculptur’d  marble  call’d  the  paffing  eye 
To  read  our  ftory,  yet  the  cottage  tear 
Should  on  our  allies  fall,  and  the  good  heart 
O’erflow  fincerely  for  a  neighbour  loft : 

Upon  our  bier  the  virgin  troop  would  hang 
Frelh-woven  chaplets  of  the  fweeteft  flowers : 

Green  turf  Ihould  deck  our  grave  ;  and  every  year 
In  fpring-time  would  fome  friendly  hand  with  care 
Bind  the  frelh  briar  around,  to  guard  the  place 
From  the  rude  infult  of  the  carelefs  ftep  ; 

And  faithful  Memory  to  late  time  record, 
were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind. 
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WOODSTOCK.  AN  ELEGY. 

written  in  the  year  mdcclix. 


AH  me  !  what  is  this  mortal  life  ?  (I  cry'd) 

What  changes  croud  the  page  of  flitting  Time  ! 
What  dire  reverfe  of  Fate  have  numbers  try’d  ! 

What  youth,  what  beauty,  wither’d  in  the  prime!! 

Inexorable  Deftiny  purfues. 

And  levels  in  the  chace  with  rapid  wing  : 

Pity  in  vain,  or  Mirth,  or  Merit  fues. 

Equally  vain  the  beggar  and  the  king ! 

Ah  !  what  is  Fame,  the  idol  of  the  great  ? 

No  folid  Pleafure  can  Ihe  e’er  bellow  ; 

If  juft  to  Worth,  that  juftice  comes  too  late  : 

Prompt  is  her  malice,  but  her  mercy  flow  !-** 

Thus  on  the  winding  Ifis’  willowed  bank. 

The  varying  fcenes  of  Fortune  I  deplore  ; 

Wafting  in  fruitlefs  fighs  the  evening  dank, 

Tears  adding  water  to  the  river’s  ftore, 
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A  gloomy  manfion  open  to  the  view, 

Difclofing  horror  heighten’d  by  the  fhade  ; 

Where  round  the  nodding  walls  the  mournful  yew 
Points  to  the  vault  where  Rofamond  was  laid  : 

Where  with  her  birds  of  night,  haggard  and  foul, 

In  fullen  fellowfhip  together  dwell, 

The  bat  ambiguous,  and  ill-omen’d  owl. 

Screaming  to  nighted  fwains  a  dreadful  knell ! 

Intent  J  gaz'd,  till  Terror,  ruling  fight, 

Rear’d  a  pale  fpe&re  from  the  yawning  tomb, 

A  faint  delufion  of  the  murky  night. 

Begot  and  bred  in  Fancy’s  fruitful  womb  1 

Semblance  of  virgin  elegance  and  grace. 

The  mimic  fhape  in  every  part  adorn’d  j 

But  wan  and  languid  feem’d  the  beauteous  face. 

Which  Elen  envy’d,  and  which  Henry  mourn’d. 

Now  gently  gliding  o’er  the  hallow’d  ground, 

Clofe  by  my  fide  the  phantom  made  a  (land, 

Piercing  the  night-ftill’d  air.  An  awful  found  ! 

And  claim’d  attention  with  uplifted  hand. 

“  I  once  was  fcleft  with  Love’s  deluding  joy, 

“  I  alfo  felt  the  worft  extreme  of  hate  ! 

“  And  can  no  length  of  time  (Ihe  cry’d)  deftroy 
«  Remembrance  of  mv  love,  and  of  my  fate  ? 

«  O  had 
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“  O  had  Oblivion  in  her  peaceful  cell, 

“  Shrouded  from  every  eye  my  mouldering  dull  { 

“  That  on  the  chiffel’d  Hone  no  verfe  might  tell, 

“  My  crime  how  great  !  my  punilhment  how  juft  ! 

c<  But  Woodftock's  blooming  bowers  ftill  remain, 

“  The  fcenes,  to  me,  of  pleafure  and  of  woe; 

“  And  Godftow’s  walls  perpetuate  the  ftain 

“  My  name  reproaching,  vvhilft  my  grave  they  (hew. 

O  Woodftock,  fated  long  to  be  the  feat 
“  Of  all  the  charms  that  Wit  and  Beauty  boaft, 

“  The  hero’s  guerdon,  and  his  foft  retreat, 

“  Yielding  content,  in  fields  and  fenates  loft. 

“  Thy  glories  now  are  levell’d  low  in  earth  ; 

“  No  longer  Beauty  doth  thy  bowers  adorn  ; 

No  more  thy  woods  refound  the  voice  of  Mirth  ; 

“  The  laurel  from  thy  viftor  brow  is  torn  ! 

“  But  thou  whofe  bofom  foreign  forrow  heaves, 

“  Whofe  eyes  can  ftrcam  for  anguilli  not  thine  own ; 
“  Whofe  heart  the  white-rob’d  fugitive  receives, 

“  When  forc'd  by  awful  Rigour  from  her  throne; 

“  The  fcourge  of  vice,  the  good  man’s  deftiny, 

“  The  wreck  of  fortune,  and  the  wade  of  years ; 
n  The  miferiesthou  mourneil  thou  (halt  fee, 

“  Sad  confolation  granted  to  thy  tears.” 
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Now  on  the  fummit  of  a  cloud-built  height 
Methought  I  flood :  and  from  an  opening  glade 

With  faultering  ray  gleam’d  forth  a  magic  light. 

And  round  the  plain  in  lambent  circles  play’d. 

Sudden  the  ground  with  inbred  motion  ihook, 

A  folemn  murmur  ruftled  thro'  the  trees ; 

And  on  the  pebbled  fhore  the  furging  brook 
Daih’d  angry  waves,  ur.confcious  of  a  breeze  i 

Daedalian  myflery  1  from  the  parted  foil, 

A  labyrinth  ’rofe  to  founds  of  melting  note  ; 

A  moment’s  labour  mocking  all  the  toil 

Of  nations  old,  and  monarchs  long  forgot. 

High  over-arch’d  in  Summer’s  gayeft  weed. 

Meandering  alleys  form  the  wonderous  maze. 

And  puzzle  mod  when  befl  they  feem  to  lead 
The  untaught  foot,  that  in  their  precindts  flrays. 

Deep  in  a  vale  impervious  to  all  tread, 

Save  by  a  flower-hid  path,  a  grotto  flood  ! 

And  ancient  oaks  their  foliage  round  it  fpread, 

O’ermading  with  their  tops  the  neighbouring  wood 

And  Nature  fporting,  with  a  laviflt  hand 
This  little  fpotm  gay  profufion  grac’d. 

With  every  wanton  variation  plann'd. 

Luxuriant  Fancy  yielding  but  to  Tafle. 

Here 
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Here  on  the  brink  of  a  pellucid  ftream, 

Circling  in  eddies  o’er  its  mofs-grown  bed. 

Where  ever  and  anon  a  quivering  beam. 

Piercing  the  covert,  on  the  furface  play’d  : 

A  Beauty  lay,  furpaffing  all  the  train 
Of  virgin  Delia,  or  Idalia’s  queen; 

Or  what  of  dryads  poets  fweetly  feign. 

On  Ida,  or  Thefialian  Oeta  feen. 

And  by  her  fide  a  form.imperial  lay. 

With  rofes,  and  with  myrtle  garlands  crown’d  ; 

The  wither’d  laurel  call  in  fcorn  away. 

The  pomp  of  war  in  Lydian  meafures  drown’d. 

The  little  Loves  that  flutter’d  on  the  boughs. 

In  grateful  bondage  did  their  limbs  entwine. 

And  ftrove  to  join  them  clofer  than  their  vows. 
With  woodbine  fweet,  and  twilled  eglantine. 

But  weak  all  bonds  when  thofe  of  Beauty  fail ; 
The  monarch  fated  left  the  flowery  bed. 

Nor  griev’d  to  fee  the  maid  his  lofs  bewail. 

Nor  mingled  parting  tears  with  thofe  Ihe  fhed. 

Now  fwift  advancing  to  the  guilty  bower. 

With  frantic  ftep  the  injur’d  queen  drew  nigh  ; 

And  arm’d  for  vengeance  feiz’d  the  fatal  hour. 
When  all  things  flept  but  rage  and  jealoufy. 
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Each  eager  hand  a  deadly  weapon  fill’d, 

A  pointed  dagger,  and  a  poifon’d  bowl ; 

My  ebbing  blood  her  mad  demeanor  chill’d. 

And  anguifh  tnallay’d  pofiefs’d  my  foul. 

Ah  flop,  inhuman !  with  a  faultering  tongue 
And  inarticulate  voice,  as  in  a  dream, 

I  cry’d  ;  and  ftrait  the  rattling  thunder  rung, 

And  livid  lightnings  in  the  welkin  gleam  ! 

No  more  the  mazy  grove,  or  bower  appear’d. 

But  all  around  a  wafte  and  barren  plain  ; 

The  ficatter’d  trees  cf  leaves  and  branches  bar’d, 
And  blanch’d  by  frowning  winds  and  beating  rain. 

And  Murder  (hrieking  hideous  wander’d  there: 

And  ruthlefs  Envy,  and  relentlefs  Hate, 

With  fnaky  locks,  and  Ihrivell’d  bofoms  bare, 

Whilft  lurking  felons  on  their  motions  wait. 

And  foon  the  landfcape  fhifting  like  a  cloud. 

To  lefs’ning  diftance  bore  the  hellifh  crew  ; 

Now  twang  in  fainter  founds  their  yellings  loud  ; 
Now  vanifh’d  quite  ;  a  milder  fcene  I  view. 

Of  chequer’d  light  and  lhade,  a  fober  dawn, 

Faint  thro'  a  lingering  vapour  did  difclofe, 

A  hamlet  feated  on  an  open  lawn. 

And  from  each  roof  the  pillar’d  finoke  arofe. 
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For  now  with  frequent  challenge,  had  the  cock 
His  rivals  menacing,  awak’d  the  fvvain  ; 

Now  in  the  pen  impatient  bleats  the  flock. 

And  ruddy  ftreaks  the  horizon  diltain. 

The  crouching  dog  the  moon  no  longer  bays. 

But  ftretch’d  lupine  upon  the  focial  hearth 

He  lies,  rejoicing  in  the  crackling  blaze, 

Whilft  flaunting  fun- beams  dry  the  moiften’d  earth. 

Whilft  to  the  flrain  of  rural  minftrelfy, 

A  band  forth  ifluing  to  a  neighbouring  hill 

Welcom’d  the  morn  with  decent  jollity. 

And  all  the  air  their  youthful  carrols  fill. 

With  unlkill’d  hands  a  Ample  crown  they  wove 
Of  vervain,  and  the  never-fading  bay  ; 

And  rais’d  a  throne  within  a  rude  alcove ; 

To  grace  the  parent  of  the  Britilh  lay: 

Old  Chaucer,  who  in  rough,  unequal  verfe. 

Sung  quaint  allufion  and  facetious  tale; 

And  ever  as  his  jells  he  would  rehearfe. 

Loud  peals  of  laughter  echo’d  thro’  the  vale  : 

And  eager  gap’d  the  ru flic  Aliening  throng. 

And  Hill  their  joy  and  laughter  they  renew; 

And  warlike  barons,  foften’d  by  the  fong, 

From  loud  alarms  to  mute  attention  drew. 

But 
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Sat  Ihort-liv’d  pleafure  foon  to  forrow  chang’d,- 
For  melody  a  figh,  for  mirth  a  tear  ; 

And  now  the  fwains  in  folemn  order  rang’d. 
Surround  the  bard  extended  on  his  bier. 

What  tho’  fucceeding  poets,  as  their  fire. 

Revere  his  memory,  and  approve  his  wit ; 

Tho’  Spenfer’s  elegance  and  Dryden’s  fire 
His  name  to  ages  far  remote  tranfmit  ; 

His  tunelefs  numbers  hardly  now  furvive. 

As  ruins  of  a  dark  and  Gothic  age ; 

And  all  his  blithfome  tales  their  praife  derive 
From  Pope’s  immortal  fong,  and  Prior’s  page  ? 

Again,  quick  rifing  thro’  the  tufted  green. 
Turrets  and  lofty  battlements  afcer.d  j 

Trees  half  obfcuring  columns,  intervene. 

And  real  boughs  with  fculptur’d  fruitage  blend 

And  arched  windows  fhine  with  torches  clear, 
Soothing  the  wanderer.  A  delufive  home  ! 

And  bufy  crouds  of  minifters  appear. 

Decking  with  jocund  hade  a  feftive  room. 

And  now  of  fprightly  youths  and  damfels  gay, 

A  wanton  bevy  at  the  board  was  fet. 

And  all  intent  they  feem’d  on  amorous  play. 

For  kindlyig  glances,  kindling  glances  met. 


Their 
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Their  volant  fingers  o’er  the  chorded  lyre. 

With  modulating  touch  the  artifts  ply  ; 

Purfuing  ftill  to  animate  defire. 

Strains  that  in  thrilling  undulations  die. 

And  every  cheek  with  deep  fuffufion  glow’d. 
Denoting  thought  inflam’d,  and  troubled  breaft. 

And  paflion  in  reducing  fighs  avow’d 
Mutual,  yet  ftill  by  decency  repreft. 

But  foon  excefs  to  madding  riot  led, 

Enfuing  meaning  jell,  and  licence  bold  ; 

Till  comely  Order  from  the  banquet  fled, 

Alham’d  the  luftful  orgies  to  behold, 

A  youth  exalted  high  above  the  reft. 

In  bad  pre-eminence  confpicuous  Ihone  1 

And  blind  fubmiflion  to  his  lewd  beheft, 

Unrivall’d  lewdnefs  from  them  all  had  won'. 

And  deeply  was  he  {kill'd  in  wanton  lore, 

With  fertile  thought  fuggefting  every  art. 

To  make  impurer,  fires  impure  before, 

Tainting  at  once  the  manners  and  the  heart. 

Pleafing  proportion,  youthful  Beauty’s  aid, 

And  bland  complacency  and  winning  fmile. 

And  wit  diffufive  tempting  to  perfuade, 

Maintain'd  his  power,  and  held  him  in  the  toil. 
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Ah  !  why  fiiould  Nature  in  an  angel  chefs. 

To  lure  with  Teeming  worth  unwary  eyes. 

Conceal  rank  thoughts  and  grofs  voluptuoufnefs. 

Too  apt  to  poifon  without  Virtue’s  guife  ? 

Pride  of  thy  country,  Wilmot,  and  her  lhame  ? 

By  every  grace  adorn’d,  and  Mufe  infpir’d  ! 

Thy  early  fall  how  pitied  !  and  thy  name. 

How  much  detefted,  and  how  much  admir’d  ! 

Yet  muft  unbiafs’d  pofterity  admit, 

For  all  thou  wrot’ft  andacted’it  to  atone. 

Thy  failings  were  the  age’s,  but  thy  wit, 

Thy  parts  and  dying  penitence,  thine  own. 

But  now  prevailing  o’er  the  hubbub  wild, 

i  he  clanging  trumpet  kindles  great  acclaim  ; 

And  all  around  are  warlike  trophies  pil’d, 

And  crouds  triumphant  echo  Churchill’s  fame. 

And  thronging  fenates  in  the  glorious  caufe, 

Repell’d  oppreffion,  liberty  maintain’d. 

Accord  with  gratulant  vote  the  loud  applaufe  j 
The  faireft  prize  by  Britilh  valour  gain’d. 

Who  erft  implor’d,  and  focn  obtain’d  relief. 

High-fated  monarchs  grateful  homage  pay, 

And  fulgent  honours  crown  the  matc'nlefs  chief. 

And  verfe  harmonious,  never  to  decay  : 

And 
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And  humbled  Gallia  kneels  with  diftant  awe. 

Her  generals  baffled,  and  her  warriors  (lain ; 

No  more  to  didlate  but  receive  the  law. 

No  longer  to  impofe  but  wear  the  chain. 

But  venom’d  Fattion  fpreading  o’er  the  land. 

Too  foon  forgets  the  mighty  debt  to  owe; 

And  Envy  ftretches  out  her  lurid  hand, 

The  vigor’s  meed  to  blaft  and  overthrow. 

And  yet  unfiniih’d  Hands  the  votive  dome. 

By  all  his  toil  and  all  his  danger  bought : 

When  juft  refentment  calls  him  far  from  home, 
Reviliting  the  fields  where  late  he  fought. 

In  vain  aufpicious  Brunfwick’s  happy  reign. 
Blunting  the  rancorous  point  of  party  ftrife,' 

Reftores  the  hero  to  his  friends  again  ; 

Too  late  to  chear  the  dregs  of  lengthen’d  life ! 

The  lofty  column  and  the  voice  of  praife 

In  vain  proclaim  him  great,  and  juft,  and  brave; 

Tardy  repentance  merit  ill  repays. 

Unheard,  unheeded,  in  the  filent  grave ! 

In  eonqueft  equal,  and  alike  in  fate, 

Rome’s  mounting  genius,  godlike  Scipio  flood  ; 

And  propp’d  by  worth  and  dignity  innate. 
Contemn’d  the  venal  cenfure  of  the  croud. 

Vol.  II.  M 


Yet 


(  i6i  ) 

Yet  once  again  the  vifionary  fcene, 

Duftile,  fdr  forrow  focial  beauty  yields; 

A  temperate  funihine  and  an  air  ferene, 

Foftering  the  upland  downs  and  level  fields. 

And  tepid  ihowers  bedew  the  frolic  herd. 

Bounding  in'gamefome  meafure  o’er  the  lea. 

With  daifies  crimfontipt,  and  green  parterr’d, 

And  ihadowihg  fragrance  drops  from  every  tree.. 

The  wide  expanded  profpeft  gently  clos’d, 

On  vifto’d  walks  leading  to  high  arcades  ; 

Each  waving  copfe  in  fymmetry  difpos’d. 

Points  to  the  terras  capt  with  colonnades. 

And  more  remote  the  cloifter’d  wings  confine,. 

In  archite&ure  elegant  and  juft, 

A  portall’d  front  where  niches  deep  inihrine 
The  marble  ftatue,  and  the  gilded  buft. 

Unfolding  wide  the  hofpitable  port 
On  ready  hinges,  to  the  fearching  eye 

Reveals  unblemiih’d  Childhood’s  harmlefs  fport. 

And  placid  parents  ftand  delighted  by. 

For  here  unmindful  of  the  call  of  State, 

The  fmile  of  Favour,  or  the  voice  of  Power ; 

Ip  tranquil  pleafure,  even  and  fedate, 

Great  Churchill’s  heir  enjoy’d  the  wafting  hour. 
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And  beaming  rapture  gliften’d  on  his  brow. 

And  glad  dependants  lhare  their  patron’s  joy; 

No  frowns  their  heart-bred  tranfports  difallow. 
Debaling  worth  in  Servitude’s  alloy. 

Such  charms  hath  Innocence  !  fuch  virtues  Pride  f 
From  Harry  height  her  facred  powers  defcend* 

The  garilh  pomp  of  Grandeur  to  deride, 

And  giddy  Fortune’s  ralh  decrees  amend. 

• 

A  day  he  flourilh’d  in  the  peaceful  foil. 

Another  faw  him  on  the  hoftile  Itrand, 

Guiding  the  thunders  of  the  white-cliff’d  ifle. 
Ambition’s  walleful  rapine  to  withftand. 

To  match  his  great  progenitor  in  war. 

Elate  with  hope  his  generous  bofom  burns  j 

But  inaufpicious  twinkled  every  liar. 

And  heaven  averted  all  his  wilhes  fpurns. 

Too  high  requefl:  in  every  fphere  to  Ihine, 

In  peace  a  pattern,  and  a  chief  in  blood  ; 

The  gods  to  each  a  feparate  path  aflign. 

But  he  alone  is  great  who’s  truly  good. 
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ODE  ON  THE  REBELLION  IN  THE  YEAR 
MDCCXLV. 

by  r.  schomberg,  m.  d. 

DO  thou,  fair  Liberty,  defcend 

To  tune  my  harp,  and  guide  my  hand. 

Thy  facred  Sifter  with  thee  bring, 

She  too  fhal!  aid  me,  as  I  fing, 

And  every  Briton’s  breaft  engage 
With  well-becoming  zeal,  and  kindle  honeft  rage. 

Daughter  of  royal  Brunfwick’s  line. 

Great  Anna,  1  more  than  half  divine, 

Thou  too,  the  happy  theme  infpire, 

So  fhall  I  ftrike  the  golden  lyre 
With  manly  force,  and  raife  my  voice 
Above  a  common  ftrain,  if  thou  approv’ft  my  choice. 

Britannia  hail  !  hail  happy  ifle. 

Where  joys  inhabit,  pleafures  (mile  ; 

Great  nurfe  of  heroes,  feat  of  charms. 

Supreme  in  arts,  and  firft  in  arms. 

Queen  of  the  Teas,  and  difcant  trade, 

Arife,  majeftic  nymph,  and  Ihew  thy  awful  head. 

1  Frincefs  of  Orange, 

Ambitious 
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Ambitious  Casfar  faw  thee  fair, 

{What  will  not  proud  Ambition  dare  !) 

And  ftrait  he  courts  thee  as  his  own. 

Fond  to  pofiefs  thy  fplendid  throne. 

Albion  fubmits,  tho’  not  to  chains. 

But  ever  unconcroul’d  th’  imperial  virgin  reigns. 

The  Roman  eagle  fhrunk  his  head. 

Before  th’  invited  Saxons  fled ; 

Afpiring  nations  (hook  her  Hate, 

(Dread  confequence  of  being  great) 

Wild  Heptarchy  began  her  reign. 

Till  overaw'd  fhe  yields  her  fcepter  to  the  Dane. 

Awhile  in  ignorance  Ihe  lay. 

The  pagan  worlds  obfcur’d  her  day : 

The  Goths,  a  wild  barbarian  train. 

And  favage  Vandals,  fweep  her  plain  : 

Soon  of  herfelf  thro’  clouds  lhe  Ihone, 

And  brighten’d  once  again  a  ftrong  meridian  fun. 

The  royal  Alfred,  greatly  born, 

Britain  to  govern  and  adorn, 

His  kingdom’s  honour,  fubje&s’  good. 

This  well  preferv’d,  that  underftood, 

Courted  Aftrasa  to  his  throne  ; 

Oppreflion  funk  difarm’d,  nor  more  his  people  groan.' 
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The  happy  prince  nor  refted  here  ; 

His  fhips  to  different  regions  fleer. 

And  in  Britannia’s  lap  unlade 
The  fweet  reward  of  gainful  trade  ; 

Far  diftant  India’s  burning  fhore 
Beheld  his  floating  ftrengtb,  and  wonder’d  at  his  power, 

Commerce  advance  !  by  heaven  defign’d 
To  polifh,  and  enrich  mankind  ; 

Old  Maja’s  daughter,  Albion’s  care. 

Advance,  and  breathe  thy  native  air  ! 

Here  dwell,  and  fix  thy  fweet  refort. 

Nations  lhall  hither  flock,  to  pay  their  eager  court. 

Thou  gaveft  to  hidden  knowledge  birth  j 
By  thee,  the  limits  of  the  earth 
Greatly  enlarg’d,  fhow’d  worlds  unknown. 

The  frigid  and  the  torrid  zone  •, 

Guided  and  influenc’d  by  thee, 

Yfe  firft  were  taught  to  learn  divine  Aftronomy* 

To  thee  her  filk  rich  Perfia  brings. 

The  proud  magnificence  of  kings, 

Arabia’s  fpice  and  India’s  mine, 

Peru’s  vaft  golden  womb  is  thine  ; 

Behold  the  coftly  pillars  rife, 

•And  fwell  thy  lofty  feats,  and  temples  to  the  ikies. 


Seated 
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Seated  along  th’  Aonian  fpring, 

No  more  the  vocal  Sifters  fing  : 

Oxford,  the  feat  of  learning  now. 

Crowns  with  her  bay  Apollo’s  brow  ; 

Again  refrelhing  Science  ftreams, 

■Pceonian  Phcebus  hence,  fends  forth  his  warmer  beams. 

Next  Cambridge  rear’d  her  awful  head. 

Whence  Arts  from  Danifh  arms  had  fled.; 

Virgil  and  Homer  here  retir’d. 

And  pleas’d  her  ftudious  fons  infpir’d  ; 

Philofophy  Ihone  heavenly  bright, 

IThe  thickening  clouds  difpers’d,  and  all  was  wondrous  light. 

Favour’d  of  God,  here  Newton  faw 
Errors  obfcuring  Nature’s  law  ; 

He  faw,  and  clear’d  the  gloomy  way. 

And  Ihew’d  mankind  eternal  day  : 

He  Ihew’d,  and  worlds  beheld  with  joy 
labours  which  diftant  time  nor  envy  lhall  deftroy. 

Innately  bright  the  diamond  Ihines, 

Tho’  deep  conceal’d  in  Indian  mines ; 

The  lapidary’s  nicer  art 
Luxuriant  flames  on  every  part  ; 

Till  then,  falfe  jewels  we  admire. 

Behold  their  tinfel  blaze,  and  artificial  fire, 
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Priefts  thus  with  {hew  enftav’d  the  mind. 

To  fhew,  the  human  eye  inclin’d  ; 

To  papal  power  our  princes  bend. 

Nor  fee  the  errors  they  defend, 

While  monki{h  artifices  long 
Dazzled  implicit  worlds,  and  led  a  bigot  throng. 

Religion  trembled  at  their  crimes. 

But  pleas’d,  forefaw  fucceeding  times ; 

Succeeding  times  when  {he  alone 
Shou’d  govern  Britain’s  royal  throne ; 

With  undifturb’d  and  downy  reft 
Baffled  the  fons  of  Rome,  but  all  her  children  bleft. 

Edward  the  happy  theme  began, 

A  glorious  and  immortal  plan  ! 

Skies  azure-opening  greet  his  day. 

The  Reformation  points  the  way ; 

By  Reafon  and  by  Virtue  led. 

Behold  her  beauteous  form,  and  mark  her  folemn  tread  ! 

Not  fo  imperious  Mary  fways. 

Blind  zeal  again  obfcur’d  her  blaze. 

Difgrac’d,  Religion  mournful  flood. 

While  Perfecution  fmil’d  in  blood  : 

Heaven  faw,  enrag’d,  the  horrid  deed, 

Shorten’d  her  tyrant  reign,  no  more  her  fubjefts  bleed. 

Eliz^ 


(  169  ) 

Eliza  Ihone  ferenely  bright, 

And  on  her  throne  refle&ed  light  ; 

Her  royal  brother’s  will  maintain’d  : 

For  this,  the  Virgin  princefs  reign’d. 

Reign’d  mod  fupremely  wife  and  great, 

And  neighb’ring  realms  preferv’d,  and  fav’d  her  finking  fiate. 

When  Spanilh  fleets  her  coafts  alarm, 

Eliza  rais’d  her  mighty  arm, 

Her  people’s  darling,  fhe  fecure, 

Smiling  (of  eafy  conqueft  fure). 

Quell’d  like  a  Jove  their  giant  rage. 

Her  thunders  burft  aloud,  nor  dare  the  foe  engage. 

As  when  the  fun  darts  forth  his  beams. 

Whence  trembling  light  refulgent  ftreams. 

And  kindly  gladdens  for  a  while. 

Alike  adorns,  and  aids  our  toil, 

A  fudden  cloud  o’erfpreads  his  rays, 

Deftroys  our  flattering  hopes,  and  dims  our  golden  days  ; 

So  when  eclips’d  Eliza’s  reign, 

And  heaven  recall'd  the  faint  again. 

Too  happy  to  be  long  admir’d. 

With  her  our  fhort-liv’d  blifs  retir’d  : 

Darknefs  returns,  the  light  difdains 
To  lhine  on  a  foul  feries  of  inglorious  reigns. 
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Thou  awful  fhade  of  Pope,  infpire. 

And  give  expreffion  to  my  lyre  ! 

Lend  harmony  to  every  line, 

And  teach  my  verfe  to  flow  like  thine  ! 

Maria’s  wonderous  charms  I’d  fing, 

Would’!!  thou,  lov’d  poet,  didate  to  the  filver  fcring. 

Her  William  faw  Britannia’s  grief. 

And  fwift  he  Hew  to  her  relief. 

With  noble  resolution  draws 
The  fword  vindidive  in  her  caufe  ; 

The  glorious  caufe  demands  his  fword, 

Religion  once  again,  and  Liberty  restor’d. 

With  horror  he  beheld  the  ftate 
Opprefs’d  beneath  the  papal  weight  ; 

He  kindled  not  War’s  fiercer  flame. 

But  like  a  guardian  angel  came, 

(Britannia’s  bell  and  fureft  friend) 

To  fave  the  fading  honours  of  a  groaning  land. 

The  grand  event,  the  bold  defign, 

Th’  immortal  talk,  Naffau,  were  thine  ; 

The  Britifh  lion,  rous’d  by  thee, 

Firft  broke  his  chain,  and  dar’d  be  free; 

The  royal  line  of  great  Naffau 
Was  fent  mankind  by  heaven  to  keep  the  world  in  awe. 

The 
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The  dark  horizon  clear’d  again. 

And  fhone  propitious  on  his  reign  ; 

Fair  Liberty  affum’d  her  feat. 

And  crufli’d  Opprefiion  at  her  feet : 

Religion  trumph’d,  Albion  fmiles, 

Once  more  the  firft  of  Hates,  again  the  queen  of  ifles. 

Infpir’d  by  heaven,  the  wife  Naflau 
Her  riling  greatnefs  well  forefaw 
Rifing  from  royal  Brunfwick’s  care, 

Brunfwick  by  fenates  mark’d  his  heir; 

Britons  rejoicing  lhout  applaufe, 

By  him  fecur’d  our  faith,  our  property,  our  laws. 

But  firft  our  powerful  realms  obey, 

Illuftrious  Anne,  thy  eafy  fway. 

Check’d  by  thy  power,  infulting  Gaul 
Beheld  with  grief  his  legions  fall : 

They  fell,  for  Malbro’  drew  the  fword, 
fre  eminent  in  arms,  victorious,  and  ador’d. 

Gallia  beholds  with  treacherous  eyes 
Sophia’s  high-born  offspring  rife 
To  glory,  empire.,  and  renown, 

Deck’d  with  Britannia’s  glittering  crown  : 

Again  fhe  dar’d  the  ifle  engage, 

Arid  ftir  inteftine  war,  and  raife  feditious  rage. 
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The  rancorous  hate  of  France  in  vain 
Threatens  Mavortinh  Brunfwick’s  reign  i 
Guardian  of  liberty  and  peace. 

Fie  b;ds  rebellious  Difcord  ceafe  ; 

The  injur’d  monarch  icon  forgives, 

And  by  his  nod,  again  th'  offending  rebel  lives. 

With  diftant  conquefts  he  extends 
The  throne  his  royal  fon  afcends ; 

Imperial  dignity  and  grace 
Serenely  fmile  upon  his  face  : 

Brunfwick  to  martial  honour  bred, 

Governs,  by  Virtue  counfell’d,  and  by  Glory  led. 

Trade,  Arts,  and  Science,  flourilh  here. 

And  blefs  each  fair  revolving  year ; 

Gay-fmiling  Plenty  reigns  around. 

And  golden  harvells  load  the  ground  : 

So  Liberty,  and  George,  and  Britons  fliould  be  crown’d  1 

While  Brunfwick  Europe’s  rights  maintains, 

And  fights  her  caufe  on  Flandria’s  plains. 

Proud  Gallia,  treacheroufiy  brave. 

Calls  coward  Treafon  from  her  cave, 

Tho'  Agincourt  and  Blenheim  tell. 

How  all  her  valour  funk,  and  boafting  heroes  fell. 


Fam’d 
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Fam’d  Dettingen  Hill  reeks  with  blood, 

Where  like  a  God  great  Brunfwick  flood  j 
Triumphant  Fame  on  filken  wing 
Rode  fmiling  on  before  the  king  ; 

Like  Mars  he  fhook  the  pointed  fpear. 

The  Gauls  retreat,  and  all  their  battle  fhrunk  with  fear.  - 

Tremendous  Death  and  Horror  flride 

Clofe  by  intrepid  William’s  fide  :  /' 

William,  he  bled,  and  foldiers  griev’d  ; 

“  Revenge  (they  cry)  the  wound  receiv’d” ! 

Bright  Venus  mourn’d  her  favourite  care,. 

And  quick  Ihc  bid  her  nymphs  the  healing  drugs  prepare. 

The  Cyprian  goddefs  flood  confeft. 

As  when  Asneas’  wound  Ihe  drefi  : 

Her  weeping  nymphs  around  her  wait. 

Impatient  for  the  prince’s  fate  ; 

With  healing  herbs,  and  balmy  fweets. 

The  Dionoean  queen  the  cannons  rage  defeats. 

Who  are  thefe  bafe,  thefe  daftard  foes. 

That  dare  their  country’s  laws  oppofe  ! 

Their  lives  and  fortunes  not  their  own. 

But  given  in  mercy  from  the  throne: 

Do  they,  ungrateful  men,  prefume 
To  aft  the  feheme  of  France,  or  play  the  part  of  Rome  ? 

Difccrd 
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Difcord  and  Horror  ftalk  along, 

With  pale  Rebellion  in  the  throng  ; 

Bellona  ftains  the  purple  field. 

And  Mars  difplays  his  brazen  fhield  ; 

William  his  brother-god  appears. 

To  curb  the  traitorous  war,  and  eafe  Britannia’s  fears. 

He  comes,  the  hero  comes,  and  ftrait 
Confcious  Rebellion  knows  her  fate  ; 

His  troops,  with  manly  rage  infpir’d, 

Rufh  on,  by  his  example  fir’d ; 

His  name  ftrikes  terror  to  the  foe. 

Precipitate  they  fly,  nor  wait  th’  impending  blow. 

Brave  Hu fke  and  Hawley  drive  in  vain 
To  animate  th’  embattled  plain  ; 

Train’d  up  in  arms,  the  warriors  fly 
From  rank  to  rank,  refolv’d  to  die. 

Or  conquer,  in  their  country’s  caufe  ; 

But  heaven  to  Cumberland  decrees  the  crown’d  applaufe. 

Hence  worthlefs  flaves,  and  wear  the  chain 
Of  punick  France,  and  haughty  Spain ; 

Blinded  by  Rome,  your  ruin  court. 

And  be  your  very  makers’  fport ; 

Like  Cain  roam,  of  blifs  bereft. 

Ho  clime,  no  country  yours,  no  friendly  lhelter  left. 


Shall 
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Shall  Gauls  infult  the  wide  domain, 

When  Neptune  views  them  with  difdain? 

Shall  they  with  dark  invalive  fchemes 
(The  mere  refult  of  idle  dreams) 

Threaten  Britannia’s  guarded  lhore. 

Nor  dread  the  angry  god,  nor  fear  his  cannons’  roar? 

Proud  boafters  hence,  and  learn  to  know, 

Gur  Albion  dreads  no  foreign  foe  ; 

Her  fleets  but  alk  propitious  gales, 

But  alk,  and  Conqueft  fwells  her  fails ; 

France  ftrikes  the  flag,  our  colours  near. 

Whitens  her  golden  flowers,  and  Ihrinks  with  coward  fear. 

Britons,  united  by  their  laws. 

Can  never  fwerve  from  Freedom’s  caufe  ; 

Bleft  in  great  George,  we  guard  his  reign. 

And  Gallic  infolence  difdain  ! 

Well  may  we  guard  th’  imperial  throne. 

Which  every  Briton’s  voice,  and  Virtue  made  his  owe. 

Calm  as  a  god,  behold  him  there, 

Exprefs  his  foft  paternal  care; 

Mercy  flts  mourning  on  his  face. 

To  fee  feverer  Law  take  place ; 

And  wliilft  rebellious  fubjefts  die, 

Sighs  fwei!  his  royal  bread,  and  tears  his  pitying  eye. 


Such 
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Such  Brunfwick  is  who  rules  our  land  ! 

Such  is  the  monarch  we  defend  ! 

Blefiing  and  blefs'd  !  (a  mutual  good. 

By  Britons  only  underftood) 

Late  may  he  England’s  fcepter  wield, 

Proteft  our  laws  at  home,  and  guard  us  in  the  field  ! 

A  long  illullricus  race  of  kings 
From  Frederick  and  Augufta  fprings  ; 

This  Brunfwick  views  with  joyous  eye. 

And  knows  in  them  he  ne’er  fhall  die  ; 

He  fees  his  royal  offspring  fmile. 

The  grace  of  future  worlds,  and  honour  of  their  ifie 


HEAVEN. 
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HEAVEN.  A  VISION. 

BY  MR.  SCOTT. 

FULL  many  a  tedious  hour,  with  care  oppreft, 
Stretch’d  on  my  weary  bed,  I  wakeful  lay, 

Sad  troublous  thoughts,  like  hornets,  flung  my  bread, 
And  brulh’d  the  dews  of  balmy  deep  away. 

Ah!  what  avails,  I  cry’d,  with  painful  toil. 

By  Virtue’s  ftedfaft  ftar  the  bark  to  guide. 

Far  from1”  Acrafia’s  wily- wandering  ifle. 

Where  eafe  and  pleafure  the  frail  hear:  divide  ; 

If  Life’s  Ihort  voyage  undiflinguilh’d  tends 
To  darknefs,  and  the  land  where  all  forgotten  ends  ? 

Shall  Worth  lie  hid  in  Sorrow’s  baleful  (hade? 

And  no  reward  fhall  differing  Goodnefs  find. 

While  Vice  triumphant  lifts  her  pamper’d  head, 

n  Nor  hears  the  ftqps  of  Vengeance  clofe  behind  ? _ 

Then  take  me.  Power  of  Beauty,  to  thy  arms, 

And  lull,  ah  lull  to  peace  my  troubled  foul ! 

Difclofe,  O  God  of  Wine,  thy  purple  charms. 

I’ll  drown  reflection  in  the  mantling  bowl ! 

’Gainft  wind,  and  tide,  let  Stoic -duloefs  fail. 

Be  mine  the  calmeft  fea,  and  Pleafure’s  briikeft  gale. 

m  Spenfer’a  Faery  Queen,  Book  II. 
n  Antecedentem  fceleftum  deferuit  p«n»,  Hor, 

Vol.  II.  n 
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Penfive  I  mus’d,  ’till  rofe  the  bludiing  Morn, 

And  fpread  her  faffron  mantle  o’er  the  Ikies  ; 

When  pitying  Morpheus  Ihook  his  opiate  horn. 

And  flumbrous  humours  drown’d  my  vveary’d  eyes : 

Yet  Fancy  ftill  awake,  to  footh  my  pain, 

Sweet  fcenes  of  joy  in  livelieft  hue  pourtray’d  ; 

She  call’d  forth  all  her  bright  ideal  train. 

And  pleafing  truths  in  myftic  dreams  convey’d  : 

Oh  fail  me  not,  thou  fair  enchanting  Power, 

At  Sorrow’s  grim  approach,  and  Care’s  diftrefsful  hour! 

Born  thro’  the  yielding  air,  methought  I  flew 
To  fome  more  blifsful  clime,  fequefter’d  far 

From  this  frail  world,  that  juft  appear’d  to  view. 

Like  the  faint  glimmering  of  a  diftant  ftar. 

Deep  in  the  fea’s  encircling  wave  ’twas  plac’d, 

As  gems  in  filver  ;  hoary  Ocean  fmil’d, 

Chear’d  with  the  pleafing  fight;  °  and  from  his  breaft 
Sent  his  fweet  children,  breezes  frefh  and  mild : 

No  clouds  nordarknefs  veil’d  the  chearful  fcene. 

Nor  wintry  blafts  deform’d  the  ground’s  eternal  green. 

Lo  to  the  Weft  a  large  and  fpacious  plain. 

Where  meet  in  concert,  wood,  and  hill,  and  dale  ; 

Brighter  than  all  that  mufe-led  poets  feign 
Of  Ida’s  grove,  and  Tempe’s  hallow’d  vale : 

•  Evt*  /uuxaguy  v«(r«v  KXSdnitt  cwgai  rojitrisn,  Pint). 

Tho* 
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Tho*  Peneus  there  revolves  his  v  amber  ftream, 

And  fuppliant  Daphne  fpreads  her  branching  arms } 

Still  trembling  left  the  fun’s  prolific  beam, 

Too  fiercely  wanton,  blaft  her  virgin  charms : 

Would’ft  thou  efcape  ?  Go,  coy  relentlefs  maid, 

Go  chufe  fome  worfe  retreat,  fome  lefs  luxurious  fliade  ! 

There  blooming  groves,  gay  fmiling  with  delight. 
From  her  fair  womb  fpontaneous  Nature  brings  j 

Where  percht  on  every  bough,  all  richly  dight 
With  painted  plumes,  fome  a  harmlefs  firen  fings : 

Pleas’d  with  the  wild  notes  Zephyr  flits  unfeen. 

And  on  his  mulky  wings  the  found  conveys  ; 

While  trickling  foft,  each  varying  paufe  between. 

The  murmuring  rivulets  roll  their  filver  bafe ; 

Winds,  waters,  birds  in  feemly  fort  agree. 

And  amorous  Echo  blends  the  liquid  melody. 

Nor  there  alone  was  charm’d  one  fcanty  fenfe : 

The  loaded  trees  ambrofial  fruitage  bear; 

The  r  weeping  (hrubs  their  fpicy  gums  difpenfe, 
Whofe  fragrance  frelh  imbalms  the  buxom  air ; 

i*  uJiuj..  Callim.— Amnis  purior  Eledlro.  Virg, 

s  Nemoris  firen,  innoxia  firen.  Strada’s  Nightin, 

T  Flet  tamen  et  tepidar  manant  ex  arbore  gutt*.  Ovid  Met, 

N  2 
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Thoufands  of  flowers  their  filken  webs  unfold, 
Amaranths,  immortal  amaranths  arife, 

Thefe  beaming  bright  with  s  vegetable  gold. 

And  thefe  with  azure,  thefe  with  Tyrian  dies; 

There  laughing  fweetly  red  the  rofes  glow, 

While  from  their  breathing  fouls  celeftial  odours  flow. 

But  hark,  a  voice  foft-warbling  ftrikes  my  ear  ! 

“  Behold,  O  man,  fair  Virtue’s  ample  meed  ; 

“  Behold  thefe  radiant  plains,  this  Aar-girt  fphere, 

«  By  righteous  Jove  her  portion  are  decreed ! 

“  Mould  not,  ah  mould  not  then  in  idle  cell, 

“  But  ftrive  thefe  rapturous  manflons  to  attain  ; 

“  Here  all  the  wife,  the  brave,  the  virtuous  dwell, 

«  Eternal  £  ages  free  from  care  and  pain ; 

“  Here  in  Elyfian  feats,  their  calm  abodes, 

C(  Live  in  communion  bleft  u,  with  heroes  and  with  gods  ! 

Eaftward  to  this  methought  a  different  feene 
Of  equal  beauty  charm’d  my  raptur’d  fight: 

Wide  fpacious  lawns  with  fwelling  hills  between, 

And  groves  of  blifs,  and  gardens  of  delight. 


s  AiOl/xx  63  X'pvcn 

Pind, 

'  A Xaxpvy  V-'/xnlai  atxva. 

Ibid. 

“  Tlaga  [J.VJ  ri [MDIt  <5iw. 

Ibid, 
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There  lotes  and  palms  their  copious  branches  twine. 

And  over-arching  form  delicious  bovvers ; 

There  gufh  ne&areous  rills  of  dulcet  wine, 

And  honey’d  ftreams  revolve  their  milky  llores ; 

Frelh  bleeding  myrrh  and  caflia  fhed  perfume. 

Ananas  fwel!  with  fvveets,  and  wild  pomegranates  bloom. 

Fall  by  a  fount  *,  whofe  fpicy  waters  glide 
In  amorous  mazes,  on  the  velvet  ground. 

With  blulhing  flowers  all  goodly  beautify’d, 

A  fmiling  troop  of  virgins  dance  around  ; 

Fairer  than  Delia’s  iilver-bulkin’d  train. 

When  erft,  Ladona,  by  thy  lillied  banks. 

Or  cool  y  Eurota’s  laurel-fringed  plain, 

To  breathing  lutes  they  tript  in  feemly  ranks ; 

And  fairer,  Cypris,  than  thy  wanton  quire. 

That  melt  the  foul  to  love,  and  kindle  fierce  defire. 

Their  eyes  z,  like  pearls  within  their  fhells  conceal’d,  . 
Beauteous  and  black  ;  their  lips  with  rubies  vye  ; 

On  their  fair  cheeks,  with  white  and  red  anneal’d. 

What  thoufand  dimpling  fmiles  in  ambulh  lie  ! 

x  Called  by  the  Arabic  writers  Zenzebil,  and  promifed  by  Mahomet  to 
all  the  faithful. 

i - In  Eurotae  ripis 

Exercet  Diana  choros - ■  Virg. 

*  See  Sale's  Koran,  chapter  the  56  h. 
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See,  fee  they  point  to  yon  embowering  (hade, 

Where  cool  gales  fan  their  odoriferous  wings. 

And  Flora’s  frefheft,  fofteft  couch  is  fpread ; 

The  whiles  fome  one  this  lovely  ditty  lings ! 

Thro’  all  my  veins  what  thrilling  tranfport  flew 
To  hear  the  neflar’d  words,  dropping  like  honey’d  dew  1 

“  Halle,  gentle  youth,  for  Io,  the  way  is  plain  ! 

“  Halle,  gentle  youth,  and  hear  the  Prophet’s  call  1 
“  Thefeare  the  joys  that  true  believers  gain, 

“  Immortal  joys  that  never  know  to  pall. 

“  Come  then,  ah  come  thy  weary  limbs  recline 
“  On  filken  beds  of  roles  fweetly  llrow’d, 

“  Where  to  thy  touch  compliant  bows  the  vine, 

“  All  faint,  and  labouring  with  the  lufcious  load  ; 
Where  Nymphs  of  Paradife  their  charms  reveal. 

And  with  their  amorous  fpoils  thy  greedy  eyes  regale  !” 

She  ceas’d - and  molten  with  excefs  of  joy. 

Voluptuous  Hope  was  bufy  in  my  brealt  : 

When  lo  !  fwift-darting  from  th’  extremell  Iky, 

With  feraph-plumes,  an  Angel  Hood  confelt  ! 

A  pure  immortal  crown  adorn’d  her  head, 

Of  gold  inwove  with  jewels ;  in  her  hand, 

The  book  of  life,  and  mercy  was  difplay’d, 

With  ruddy  drops  of  dying  martyrs  llain’d  ; 

Her  eagle-eyes  were  quick,  and  palling  bright. 

Yet  beam’d  ferene,  and  mild,  with  heaven’s  c'eleltial  light. 

“  And 
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**  And  O  fond  foolifh  man,”  Ihe  cry’d,  “  forbear 
“  Idly  to  glote  on  forms  fo  light,  and  vain  ! 

What  are  thefe  jocund  fcenes,  but  empty  air, 

“  The  fleeting  coinage  of  a  phrenzy’d  brain  ?■— — 

“  Yet  ev’n  in  thefe,  as  *  darkly  thro*  a  glafs, 

“  Some  faint,  fome  glimmering  view  the  eye  may  gain 
“  Of  thofe  unmingled  joys,  that  far  furpafs 
“  Whate’er  of  blifs  the  wit  of  man  can  feign ; 

«'  Thofe  pure  delights,  that  flow  in  ftreams  divine. 

Where  thy  imperial  towers,  O  heavenly  Salem,  Ihine  ? 

u  For  know,  my  fon,  that  they  whofe  worth  is  try’d, 

“  As  gold  by  fire,  by  great  and  virtuous  deeds, 

**  Soon  as  the  carnal  fetters  are  unty’d, 

“  That  chain  the  foul,  and  ftript  thefe  mortal  weeds ; 

“  Haply  lhall  foar,  in  robes  of  glory  clad, 

“  To  heavenly  manfions,  bright  abodes,  prepar’d 
««  b  Ere  the  foundations  of  the  deep  were  laid, 

“  Or  the  firm  pillars  of  the  earth  were  rear’d  ; 

*•  Ere  God  his  golden  compafles  employ’d, 

**  And  markt  this  beauteous  world  on  chaos  dark,  and  void, 

"  There  lhall  they  live,  O  happy,  happy  fpirits  ? 

“  There  lhall  they  live  remov’d  from  all  the  cares, 

“  And  thoufand  ills,  that  feeble  flelh  inherits' : 

“  No  greedy  Want,  nor  wayard  Lull,  that  tears 

a  I  Cor,  xiii.  12. 
b  Prov.  viii.  6,  24,  2jl.  27,  jfec. 
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“  With  vipercus  rage  the  bread:  from  whence  it  fprung, 

“  Their  deep-embofom’d  peace  flrall  e’er  torment  ; 

“  But  hymning  fweet,  the  angel  troops  among, 

“  Their  undifiurbed  lays  of  pure  content, 

“  The  fmiling  hours  immortal  firall  employ 
“  In  trance  of  holy  eafe,  or  extacy  of  joy. 

“  Then  flrall  their  eyes,  from  cloudy  films  fecure, 

“  With  lightning-glance  unmeafur’d  fpace  behold  ; 

**  And  all  the  thoufand  ftars,  that  pave  the  floor 
“  Of  heaven,  with  orient  pearl,  or  living  gold  j  • 

“  Then  floating  thro’  the  boundlefs  deep  of  air, 

“  An  azure  fea,  like  gems  of  richeft  hue, 

*•  Myriads  of  worlds  thick-fcatter’d  fhall  appear, 

“  With  all  their  bright  inhabitants  to  view  : 

“  Their  a&ive  minds  flrall  traverfe,  quick  as  thought, 

<c  Creation’s  ample  fields,  the  range  ’twixt  God  and  nought, 

“  And  oh  what  ftreams  of  mufic  fweet,  and  clear, 

**  Shall  drown  in  deep  delight  their  raptur’d  fouls ! 

“  Ay  me,  in  vain  to  man’s  unpurged  ear 

“  Their  heavenly  notes  each  tuneful  planet  rolls ! 

“  Ay  me,  in  vain  with  fofdy-thrilling  voice, 

c  Thro’  every  land  they  hymn  their  Maker's  praife, 
f‘  While  choirs  of  young- ey’d  cherubims  rejoice. 

And  to  their  golden  harps  mellifluous  lays 


'  Pfal.xix.  3,  4, 
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“  Attuning,  holy,  holy,  holy,  fing, 

O  Lord,  Almighty  God,  the  faints’  eternal  king  ! 

“  But  not  in  vain  the  tuneful  planets  raife 
“  To  pure  ethereal  fouls  their  voice  divine; 

“  Nor  yet  in  vain  their  great  Creator’s  praife 

“  Do  gladfome  choirs  of  young-ey’d  cherubs  join  : 

“  No  blefied  fpirit  but  hears  the  facred  fong, 

“  And  wakes  his  lyre  melodious  part  to  bear 
“  In  the  fweet  fymphony  ;  while  all  the  throng 
“  Of  angels,  and  arch-angels,  nay,  the  ear 

“  Of  God  delighted  Mens  to  the  Grains. - 

et  In  heaven,  and  heaven-born  minds  fuch  rapturous  concord 
“  reigns  ! 

“  But  where,  ah  where  can  glowing  tints  be  found 
“  To  paint  the  charms  of  d  Sion’s  facred  place, 

“  '  Where  Chrift  the  lamb  in  radiance  fits  enthron’d, 

“  The  f  lively  image  of  his  Father’s  grace  ? 

“  O  flower  of  love  !  O  2  glorious  morning  ftar ! 

"O  h  fun  of  righteoufnefs,  whofe  healing  wings 
“  Brought  life,  and  peace,  and  mercy  from  afar ! 

“  From  thee  the  light,  thou  beaming  fountain,  fprings, 
“  That  guides  poor  mortals  in  their  weary  way, 

“  Thro’  black  Affliction’s  night,  to  Pleafure’s  endlefs  day ! 


&  Heb.  xii.  22. 
*  Rer.  xxii>  16 
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ce  Jefus  1—  and  didft  thou  leave  thy  bowers  of  joy  ? 

“  And  didft  thou  leave  thy  Father’s  dear  embrace, 

**  Content  with  agonizing  pangs  to  die 

“  For  man’s  forlorn,  rebellious,  finful  race  ? 

**  V/  hat  blifs  to  hear  the  high  myfterious  ftory  ; 

“  By  all  the  prophets,  all  th’  apoftles  fung, 

“  And  noble  army  of  martyrs,  crown’d  with  glory  ; 

“  Where  bleft,  the  fix-wing'd  feraphims  among. 
They  drink  immortal,  from  thy  rapturous  fight, 

**  Conceivelefs  draughts  of  Love’s  ineffable  delight  1 

*c  Hail  faints  of  light !  who  once  the  patient  train 
“  Of  filent  Sorrow,  thro’  the  thorny  road 
«*  Of  Mifery  toil’d,  and  unappall’d  by  pain, 

“  With  pilgrim- feet  the  long,  long  journey  trod  ! 

“  O  taught  by  them,  thou  man  of  earth,  fuftain 
“  With  firm  umveary’d  arm  the  dangerous  fight ! 
te  The  *  prize  of  thy  high-calling  dare  to  gain, 

“  k  Vidlorious  palms,  and  robes  of  fpotlefs  white ; 

**  So  in  1  the  book  of  life  thy  name  fhall  Ihine, 

K  And  heaven’s  eternal  joys  and  tranfports  all  be  thine.” 

Scarce  had  (he  fpoke,  when  that m  cherubic  car, 

Inftinft  with  foul,  and  thofe  felf-moving  wheels. 
That  whirl’d  the  holy  fage  from  Chebarfar, 

Appear’d  — my  breaft  the  ruffling  impulfe  feels ! 


I  fee, 


Phil.  iii.  14. 
=  Ezelt,  i.  5, 


k  Rev.  vii.  9. 
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I  fee,  I  fee  thy  glittering  turrets  rife, 

Celeftial  Salem,  all  of  n  lucid  gold. 

Inlaid  with  gems  of  thoufand,  thoufand  dyes  ! 

And  lo,  the  everlafting  gates  unfold 
Their  0  doors  of  pearl,  and  o’er  my  aching  fight 
Full  tides  of  glory  flow,  and  ftreams  of  living  light! 

Of  light  furpafling  far  thy  glimmering  ray, 

(More  bright,  more  clear,  more  glorious,  more  divine) 
Tho’  dreft  by  thee,  p  O  golden  eye  of  day. 

In  gaudy  robes  the  fparkling  diamonds  fhine ; 

Tho’  yon  fair  moon  to  thee  her  luftre  owes. 

Gilding  with  borrow’d  light  the  mountain’s  brow  ; 

And  Iris  fteals  from  thee  each  tint  that  glows 
In  the  gay  forehead  of  the  Ihowery  bow  : 

Faint  is  thy  feeble  blaze,  O  beauteous  Sun  f 
Such  peerlefs  beams  appear  from  Truth’s  eternal  throne. 

See  thro’  the  ftreets,  s  like  liquid  jafper  clear. 

The  fount  of  life  in  mazy  error  flows  ! 

Thro’  the  bright  r  cryftal  fands  of  gold  appear. 

And  heaps  of  pearly  grain  ;  while  blooming  grows. 
On  either  bank  of  dainty  flowers  profufe. 

The  tree  of  life  fuperior  o’er  the  reft, 

Whofe  teeming  branches  nedlar’d  fruits  produce  : 
c  Twelve  various  fruits  of  fweetly-vary’d  tafte, 

n  Rev,  xxi.  18,  19.  0  Rev,  xxi.  21. 
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from  every,  leaf '  falubrious  dews  exhale, 

And  pure  elixirs  breathe  in  every  balmy  gale. 

Lo  there,  diffus’d  along  the  facred  brink. 

Angelic  choirs. replete  with  love  and  joy. 

Conceive  their  God,  and  from  his  prefence  drink 
Beatitude  pad  utterance  ! — -There  they  lie 

On  dowering  beds  of  balfam,  caffia,  nard, 

And  myrrh,  a  wildernefs  of  rich  perfumes  ; 

Embalm’d  they  lie,  like  that  Arabian  bird, 

’Midft  odorous  (hrubs,  and  incenfe-breathing  gums, 

Whofe  life  fprings  recent  from  the  fun-born  fire. 

While  clouds  of  fpicy  fmoke  in  bluifh  wreaths  afpire. 

But  fpare,  O  {pare  me,  heaven  ! — My  fainting  foul 
Sickens  with  blifs  too  great  for  mortal  fenfe  ! 

Come,  o’er  my  limbs  thy  quickening  waters  roll, 

Life  giving  dream,  and  all  thy  balm  difpenfe  ! 

And  thou,  fair  tree,  the  fource  of  all  our  woes, 

(That  bloom'd  fo  fatal  erll  in  Eden’s  glade, 

Tranfplanted  iince  to  heaven)  thy  friendly  boughs 
Extend,  and  wrap  me  in  the  browned  {hade! 

O  veil  me  from  the  Lamb’s  too  glorious  light. 

From  majedy’s  full  blaze,  infufferably  bright  ! 

Trembling  I  wak’d  with  fweet  excefs  of  joy, 

And  on  the  wings  of  deep,  more  fwift  than  wind. 

Away  the  fickle,  fond  delufions  By  ; 

Yet  leave  their  fairy-deps  the  trace  behind  : 
t  Rev.  xxii,  2. 
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Hear  then,  ye  fainted  myriads,  from  your  fpheres, 

And  gently  beam  your  kindlieft  influence  down  ; 

Lift,  lift  my  thoughts  above  life’s  groveling  cares, 

To  joys  fublime,  and  Virtue’s  glorious  crown  ! 

O  guide  my  virgin-foul  the  high  abode. 

To  reach,  theheaven  of  heavens,  where  reigns  th’  eternal  God! 

t  i  i  :  ;  i  |  i  >  t  ;  |  i  t  :  «  :  i  i  t  :  :  (  ; 


ODE  ON  SLEEP. 

EY  THE  SAME. 

WH  Y,  gentle  God,  this  long  delay, 

Since  night,  and  carelefs  quiet  reigns  ? 
O  hither  take  thy  filent  way, 

And  footh,  ah  footh  my  wakeful  pains  ! 

So  (hall  my  hands  for  thee  the  wreath  entwine. 

And  ftrew  frefli  poppies  at  thy  votive  fhrine. 

When  from  the  North,  all  wan  and  pale. 

The  fun  withdraws  his  chearfui  light. 

And  arm’d  with  whirlwind,  frofl,  and  hail. 

The  big  clouds  bring  the  half-year’s  night. 
Quick  to  their  caves  the  fhivering  natives  tend, 

And  hear  without  the  rattling  floras  defcend. 
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Then  ftretcht  along  the  lhaggy  bed, 

To  thee,  indulgent  Power,  they  cry  j 
Born  on  thy  wings,  with  happier  fpeed, 

The  leaden-footed  moments  fly  ; 

While  Fancy  paints  Spring’s  vifionary  ftores. 

And  calls  the  diftant  fun  to  wake  the  flumbering  flowers. 

Nor  yet  is  Sleep’s  fupreme  command 
Confin’d  to  thefe  cold  dreary  plains. 

O’er  fultry  Lybia’s  boiling  fand 
This  univerfal  monarch  reigns ; 

And  where  with  heat  the  fable  Indians  glow. 

While  ftreams  of  light  thro’  pureft  tether  flow. 

Weary  and  faint  the  duiky  flaves 
From  cold  Potofi’s  mines  retire. 

From  rugged  rocks,  and  darkling  caves. 

When  fcarce  the  panting  lungs  refpire : 

To  citron- {hades  they  take  their  penfive  way, 

Where  bath’d  in  odorous  winds  their  liftlefs  limbs  they  lay. 

The  tyrant's  voice,  the  galling  chain, 

Th’  uplifted  fcourge  no  more  they  fear. 

Deep  {lumbers  drown  the  fenfe  of  pain  ; 

And  floating  thro’  the  peopled  air 
Ideal  forms  in  pleafing  order  rife, 

And  bright  illufions  fwim  before  their  eyes. 
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Now  Orellana’s  foaming  tide 
With  pliant  arms  they  feem  to  cleave  J 
And  now  the  light  canoe  to  guide 
Acrofs  Muenca’s  glaffy  wave; 

Or  chafe  in  jocund  troops  the  favage  prey. 

Thro’  woods  impervious  to  the  folar  ray. 

Some  gentle  youth,  by  love  betray’d. 

Recalls  the  joys  he  felt  of  old. 

When  wandering  with  his  fable  maid 
Thro’  groves  of  vegetable  gold. 

He  clafpf  her  yielding  to  his  raptur’d  breaft. 

And  free  from  guile  his  honeft  foul  expreft. 

Sleep  on,  much  injur’d  haplefs  fvvain. 

Nor  wake  thy  cruel  fate  to  moan. 

To  curfe  th’  infatiate  thirft  of  gain, 

And  proud  Iberia’s  u  bloody  fon  ! 

Old  India’s  Genius  wept  o’er  millions  flain. 

And  ftreams  of  gore  ran  foaming  to  the  main>. 

But  why  to  tragic  fcenes  like  thefe. 

Wilt  thou,  my  reftlefs  Fancy,  rove  ? 

Bear  me  to  climes  of  downy  eafe, 

To  climes  that  fleep  and  filentpe  love  : 

Whether  the  (hades  of  Lemnos  moll  invite. 

Or  dark  Cimmerian  caves  the  ftiil  abode  of  night. 

u  Hernando  Cortez.  See  the  Hiftory  of  the  Conqueft  of  Mexico  and 
Peru  bythe  Spaniards, 
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Fond  fables  all  !— The  partial  God 
Is  flown  to  Belgia’s  drowzy  plains, 

There  waves  his  Lethe-fprinkled  rod, 

And  linkt  with  kindred  Dulnefs  reigns ; 

Midi!  ftagnant  pools,  the  bittern’s  fafe  retreat, 
Befet  with  oziers  dank,  behold  his  gloomy  feat  ! 

His  dwelling  is  a  draw  built  fired, 

Safe  from  the  fun’s  too  curious  eye, 

A  yew-tree  rears  its  blighted  head, 

And  frogs  and  rooks  are  croaking  nigh  : 
Thro’  many  a  chink  the  hollow  murmuring  breeze 
Sounds  like  the  diftant  hum  of  fwarming  bees. 

And  more  to  feed  his  fiumbers  fofc, 

And  lull  him  in  his  fenfelefs  fwoon, 

The  hard  rain  beats  upon  the  loft, 

And  fwiftiy-triclding  tumbles  down: 

All  livelier,  ruder  founds  are  banilh’d  far. 

The  lute’s  fhrill  voice,  and  brazen  throat  of  war. 

Hence  let  me  woo  thee,  God  of  Eafe, 

Ah  leave  thy  favourite  haunt  awhile, 

And  bid  the  midnight  hours  to  pleafe, 

And  bid  the  midnight  gloom  to  fmile  f 
Oh  come,  and  o’er  my  weary  limbs  aifrufe 
The  flumberous  weight  of  fweet  oblivious  dews  1 
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Bring  too  thy  foft,  enchanting  dreams. 

Such  as  enamour’d  Petrarch  knew. 

When  ftretcht  by  Sorgia’s  gentle  ftreams. 

Fair  Laura’s  form  his  fancy  drew  : 

Oh  fee  he  woos  the  foul-diffolving  maid. 

And  grafps  with  eager  arms  the  vifionary  lhade. 

At  morn  he  fung  the  tender  tale. 

He  fung  his  Laura’s  matchlefs  charms. 

And  every  tree,  in  Claufa’s  vale. 

Attentive  breath’d  Love’s  foft  alarms ; 

Even  hoary  monks  full  many  a  carelefs  bead 
Have  dropt,  and  left  their  aves  half  unfaid. 

‘f  *  'H1  ^ *  t  rt’ t  'h  * ❖  # 1  '1’  rtf + ❖  'k  F 

ODE  ON  PLEASURE. 

BY  THE  SAMI. 

I.  I. 

HENCE  from  my  fight,  unfeeling  fage. 

Hence,  to  thy  lonely  hermitage  !  — 

There  far  remov’d  from  joy,  and  pain. 

Supinely  (lumber  life  away; 

A£t  o’er  dull  yefterday  again. 

And  be  thy  morrow  like  to-day. 

Vgl.  II-  O 
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f  R.eft  to  thy  bones  ! - While  to  the  gale 

Happier  I  fpread  my  feftive  wing. 

And  like  the  wandering  bee  exhale 
Frelh  odours  from  Life’s  honey’d  fpring  ; 
From  bloom  to  bloom  in  pleafing  rapture  ftray. 
Where  Mirth  invites,  and  Pleafure  points  the  way. 

I.  2. 

Hail,  heaven-born  virgin,  fair  and  free. 

Of  language  mild,  of  afpeft  gay, 

Whofe  voice  the  fullen  family 
Of  Care  and  Difcontent  obey  ! 

By  thee  infpir’d,  the  fimpleft  fcenes. 

The  ruflet  cots,  the  lowly  glens. 

Mountains,  on  whofe  craggy  brow 
Nature’s  lawlefs  tenants  feed, 

Bufhy  dells,  and  flreams,  that  flow 
Thro’  the  violet- purpled  mead. 

Delight ;  thy  breath  exalts  the  rich  perfumes, 

That  brooding  o’er  embalm  the  bean-flower  field, 
Beyond  Sabean  fvveets,  and  all  the  gums 
The  fpicy  defarts  of  Arabia  yield. 

I.  3, 

When  the  Attic  bird  complains 
From  the  ftill,  attentive  grove. 

Or  the  linnet  breathes  his  ftrains. 

Taught  by  Nature  and  by  Love  j 

* - -  'a  'flOtifU?  iyai 
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Do  thou  approve  the  dulcet  airs, 

And  Harmony’s  loft,  filken  chain. 

In  willing  bondage  leads  our  cares. 

And  binds  the  giant-fenfe  of  Pain  : 

Untun’d  by  thee,  how  coarfe  the  long  drawn  note. 

Spun  from  the  labouring  Eunuch’s  tortur’d  throat ! 

Harlh  are  the  founds,  tho’ Farinelli  lings  ; 

Harlh  are  the  founds,  tho’  Handel  wakes  the  firings  : 
Untouch’d  by  thee,  fee  fenfelefs  Florio  fits, 

And  flares,  and  gapes,  and  nods,  and  yawns  by  fits. 

II.  i . 

Oh  Pleafure  come  ! — and  far,  far  hence 
Expel  that  nun,  Indifference  ! — 

Where’er  fhe  waves  her  ebon  wand, 

Drencht  in  the  dull  Lethaean  deep. 

Behold  the  marble  Paffions  Hand 
Abforb’d  in  everlafting  fleep  1 
Then  from  the  walle  and  barren  mind 
The  Mufe’s  fairy-phantoms  fiy  ;  j 
They  fly,  nor  leave  a  wreck  behind 
Of  heaven-defcended  Poefy : 

Love’s  thrilling  tumults  then  are  felt  no  more, 

■Quencht  is  the  generous  heat,  the  rapturous  throbs  are  o’er! 

II.  2. 

’Twasthou,  O  nymph,  that  ledd’fl  along 
The  fair  Dione’s  wanton  choir. 

While  to  thy  blithefl,  foftefl  fon.g, 

Ten  thoufand  Cupids  flrung  the  lyre  : 

O  2 


Aloft 


C  *96  ) 

Aloft  in  air  the  cherubs  play’d, 

What  time,  in  Cypria’s  myrtle-fhade. 

Young  Adonis  numbering  lay 
On  a  bed  of  blufhing  flowers. 

Call’d  to  life  by  early  May, 

And  the  rofy -bofonred  Hours : 

The  Queen  of  love  beheld  her  darling  boy, 

In  amorous  mood  fhe  neftled  to  his  fide. 

And  thus,  to  melt  his  frozen  breaft  to  joy, 

Her  wanton  art  Ihe  gayly-fmiling  try’d. 

II.  3- 

From  the  mufk-rofe,  wet  with  dew. 

And  the  lilly’s  opening  bell. 

From  frefh  eglantine  fhe  drew 
Sweets  of  aromatic  fmell  : 

Part  of  that  honey  next  fhe  took. 

Which  s  Cupid  too  adventurous  ftole. 

When  flung  his  throbbing  hand  he  fhook, 

And  felt  the  anguifh  to  his  foul  j 
His  mother  laught  to  hear  the  elf  complain. 

Yet  ftill  fhe  pity’d,  and  reliev’d  his  pain  j 

She  dreft  the  wound  with  balm  of  fovereign  might. 

And  bath’d  him  in  the  well  of  dear  delight  : 

Ah  who  would  fear  to  be  fo  bath’d  in  blifs. 

More  agonizing  fmart,  and  deeper  wounds  than  this  ? 

®  Theoer, 
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III.  r. 

Her  magic  zone  Ihe  next  unbound; 

And  wav’d  it  in  the  air  around  : 

Then  cull’d  from  ever-frolic  fmiles. 

That  live  in  Beauty’s  dimpled  cheek. 

Such  fweetnefs  as  the  heart  beguiles. 

And  turns  the  mighty  flrong  to  weak : 

To  thefe  ambrofial  dew  fhe  join’d. 

And  o’er  the  flame  of  warm  delire, 

Fann’d  by  foft  fighs,  Love’s  gentleft  wind, 

DilTolv’d,  and  made  the  charm  entire  ; 

O’er  her  moift  lips,  that  blulh’d  with  heavenly  red. 

The  Graces’  friendly  hand  the  bleft  ingredients  fpread. 

III.  2. 

Adonis  wak’d - he  faw  the  fair. 

And  felt  unufual  tumults  rife  ; 

His  bofom  heav’d  with  amorous  care. 

And  humid  languor  veil’d  his  eyes  ! 

Driven  by  fome  flrong  impulfive  power. 

He  fought  the  moft  fequefter’d  bower. 

Where  diffus’d  on  Venus’  breaft, 

Firft  he  felt  extatic  blifs, 

Firft  her  balmy  lips  he  preft. 

And  devour’d  the  new-made  Kifs  : 

But,  O  my  Mufe,  thy  tattling  tongue  reflrain, 

Her  facred  rites  what  mortal  dares  to  tell  ? 

She  crowns  the  filent,  leads  the  blabbing  fwain 
To  doubfcs,  defires,  and  fears,  the  feverifh  lover’s  hell. 

O  3  Change 
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III.  3. 

Change  then,  fvveeteft  nymph  of  nine, 

Change  the  fong,  and  fraught  with  pleafures. 

String  anevtr  thy  filver  twine, 

To  the  foftefl,  Lydian  meafures ! 

My  Cynthia  calls,  whofe  natal  hour 
Th’  afliftant  Graces  faw,  and  fmil’d  ; 

Then  deign’d  this  Cyprian  charm  to  pour 
With  lavifn  bounty  o’er  the  child  : 

Sithence  where’er  the  Siren  moves  along. 

In  pleafing  wonder  chain’d  is  every  tongue  ; 

Love’s  foft  efrufion  dims  the  aching  eyes.. 

Love’s  fubdeil  flame  thro’  every  artery  flies: 

Our  trembling  limbs  th’  unequal  pulfe  betray, 

We  gaze  in  tranfport  loll — then  faint,  and  die  away, 

.L  ..L  J „L  . L..LJL.  C 

ODE  O  N  DESPAIR. 

EV  THE  SAME. 

SA  V  E  me  ! - What  means  yon  grifly  ihade, 

Her  llony  eye-balls  flaring  wide  ; 

In  foul,  and  tatter’d  patches  clad, 

With  dirt,  and  gore,  and  venom  dy’d? 


«  !  L. J_,,. 
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A  burning  brand  (he  whirls  around. 

And  liamps,  and  raves,  and  tears  the  ground. 

And  madly  rends  her  clotted  hair  ; 

While  thro’  her  canker’d  bread  are  feen 
Myriads  of  ferpents  bred  within, 

The  curfed  fpawn  of  felf  confuming  Care  !— 

’Twas  thus,  h  O  poor  enamour’d  maid. 

The  Stygian  fiend  approach’d  the  fea-girt  tower. 

What  time,  in -fad  misfortune’s  evil  hour, 

The  faithlefs  lamp  Love’s  cynofure  decay’d. 

“  And  why,”  the  ghaftly  phantom  cries, 

“  Wilt  thou,  deluded  Hero,  wait 
“  Leander’s  wilh’d  return,  forbid  by  Fate  i 
“  See  floating  on  his  watery  bier  he  lies ; 

Pale  are  his  cheeks,  where  Love  was  wont  to  play, 

“  And  clos'd  thofe  radiant  eyes,  that  late  out-lhone  the  day.” 

The  woe-foreboding  voice  Ihe  heard. 

And  wilhing,  trembling  pray’d  for  morn— 

When  lo!  the  bleeding  corfe  appear’d. 

By  favage  rocks  all  rudely  torn  ! 

Where  were  ye,  Nymphs,  O  tell  me  where. 

Daughters  of  Nereus,  frefh  and  fair  ? 

And  why,  fweet  fi'ver-footed  Queen, 

Would’ft  thou  not  leave  thy  coral  cave. 

And  footh  the  rough  remorfelefs  wave, 

Ere  Death  had  feiz’d  thy  bell,  thy  boldeft  Twain  ? _ 

b  Vide  Mufaeum  and’  xm  AsavSj«», 
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With  haggard  eyes,  all-flreaming  blood, 

Diftra&ed  Hero  faw  her  lover  Cain, 

And  thrice  indignant  view’d  the  guilty  main. 

And  thrice  accus'd  each  mercilels  watry  God. 

Aye  me  in  vain  ! — For  “  fee,  Ihe  cry’d, 

“  My  deer  Leander's  beckoning  {hade  ! 

“  And  canft  thou  live,  O  loft,  O  wretched  maid  r 
<*  Shall  envious  Fare  fo  fond  a  pair  divide  : 

“  Forbid  it,  Love  !" - Then  head-long  from  the  tower 

Deep  in  the  ruthlefs  flood  Ihe  plung'd  to  rife  no  more  ! 

With  feenes  of  woe,  O  curfed  Power, 

How  are  thy  greedy  eyes  regal'd  1 
How  did  thy  heart  exalt  of  yore. 

When  heaven’s  vindiftive  rod  affail’d 

5  The  Queen  of  arts  : - With  giant  ftride 

Contagion  ftalks,  and  lo  the  bride. 

The  virgin-bride  unpity’d  dies  ! 

Clafpt  to  his  daughter’s  throbbing  breaft. 

The  father  breathes  his  foul  to  reft. 

And  forrowing  Tons  ccmpofe  the  widow’d  mother’s  eyes  ? 

Scar'd  by  the  Daemon's  lpotted  hand. 

The  eagle  feream’d,  the  familh’d  vulture  fled, 

The  hungry  wolf  forfook  :h‘  unburied  dead. 

And  oale  difeafes  fhiverinv  left  the  land  1 

L  O 

i  See  the  acccuct,  whch  is  given  by  Thucydides,  cf  the  piagueat 
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What  cries,  and  piercing  fhrieks  refound 
Thro’  every  ftreet,  at  every  fane  ? 

Yet  ah  !  they  weep,  they  weary  heaven  in  vain  ! 

Death  and  Diftraftion  flare  on  all  around  ! 

The  wretched  few,  whom  poifonous  Peftilence  fpares,* 

Of  moody  madncfs  die,  and  heart-diflrafling  fears. 

Thcfe  are  thy  deeds,  O  fell  Defpair, 

Thou  tyrant  of  the  tortur’d  foul, 
k  Sifter  of  pale-ey'd  Grief,  and  Care, 

At  whofe  command  impetuous  roll 
Paffion’s  rough  tides,  and  fweliing  high 
Burft  thro’  each  dear,  and  facred  tye. 

And  every  pleafmg  thought  o’erwhelm  j] 

Anon  the  crazy  bark  is  born, 

Of  winds,  and  waves,  and  rocks  the  fcorn. 

For  Reafon  (brinks  appall’d,  and  trembling  quits  the  helm  i 

O  fly,  thou  firft  born  child  of  hell. 

To  fome  far  diftant,  dreary,  doleful  plain. 

Where  darting  Fear,  and  agonizing  Pain, 

And  black  Remorfe,  and  fullen  Sorrows  dwell : 

Where  arm’d  with  poifon,  racks,  and  death. 

Stern  Horror  rears  his  Gorgon  head  ; 

And  writhing  dreadful  on  the  iron  bed. 

The  purple  Furies  grind  their  canker’d  teeth  ; 

k  According  to  the  table  of  Cebes,  <*  is  the  Sifter  of  0 
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While  percht  on  flubs  of  trees  the  fhriek-owl  fings, 

And  fcreaming  deadly  hoarfe  night-ravens  flap  their  wings  ! 

Thither  emboft  with  varied  woe, 

Misfortune’s  pallid  Have  retires - 

Hark,  hark,  he  raves  ! — Thy  tablet  (hew, 

Charg’d  with  damn’d  ghofts,  and  fulphurous  fires. 

Oh  mercy,  heaven  ! - Upflarting  Hands 

His  grifly  hair;  his  nervelefs  hands 
Shake;  o’er  his  face  the  curdled  blood, 

From  his  fvvoln  heart,  with  tidings  flies : 

“  Give  me  another  horfe,”  he  cries, 

“  Oh  !  bringthepoifon’d  bowl,  letloofe  Life’s  crimfon  flood  !” 

Sad,  facred  wretch  [ — Thou  Power  divine, 

Whofe  god-like  word  from  chaos  dark  and  dread, 

Fad  Difcord  fly,  and  Light  fweet-fmiling  fpread 
Her  orient  wing,  controul  this  bread:  of  mine  ! 

And  flill  when  gloomy  thoughts  prevail. 

Oh  fhort,  and  partial  be  their  fway  ? 

And  beam’d  from  thee,  let  Pleafure’s  gladfome  ray 
The  mournful  progeny  of  Grief  difpel. 

So  fiiall  the  checquer’d  fcenes  of  Life  delight. 

As  morning  brighter  peers  preceded  flill  by  night. 


ODE 
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ODE  TO  THE  MUSE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

J.  I. 

YET  once  more,  fweetell  Queen  of  Song, 

Thy  humble  fuppliant  lead  along. 

Thro’  Fancy’s  flowery  plains : 

Oh  bear  me  to  th’  ideal  grove. 

Where  hand  in  hand  the  Graces  rove. 

And  footh  me  with  feraphic  drains! 

’Tis  thine,  harmonious  maid,  to  cull 
Delicious  balm  to  heal  our  cares •, 

’Tis  thine  to  take  the  prifon'd  foul. 

And  lap  it  in  Elyfian  airs  ; 

While  quick  as  thought  at  thy  divine  command 
The  realms  of  Grace  and  Harmony  expand. 

I.  2. 

And  Io  !  before  my  ravilh'd  eyes 
The  vifionary  fcenes  arife  ! 

I  hear  the  tender  lute  complain. 

While  Sappho  breathes  her  amorous  pain  ; 

(O  guard  me  from  fuch  fierce  defires. 

Thou  God  of  Raptures,  God  of  Fires  !) 

I  hear  Anacreon’s  honey’d  tongue 
To  Love  and  Wine  repeat  the  fong  ; 
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His  flight  fublime  the  Theban  fwan  prepares, 
And  louder  muflc  wakes  the  wondering  fpherea. 

I.  3- 

But  hark  !  how  fweet  the  numbers  fwell. 
While  Homer  waves  his  foul-enchanting  wand  ! 
Entranc’d  the  liftening  Paflions  Hand, 
Charm'd  with  the  magic  of  his  fhell. 
Whether  to  arms  his  trump  refounds. 

The  heart  with  martial  ardor  bounds  j 
Or  fprightly  themes  his  hand  employ, 
Inftant  we  catch  the  fpreading  joy ; 

Or  when  in  notes  majeilic,  deep,  and  flow. 

He  bids  the  folemn  ftreams  of  Sorrow  flow. 
Amaz’d  we  hear  the  fadly-pleafing  ftrain, 

While  tender  anguilh  fteals  thro’  every  vein. 

ir.  x. 

Father  of  Verfe,  whofe  eagle  flight 
Fatigues  the  gazer's  aching  fight, 

And  ftrains  th’  afpiring  mind  : 

Teach  me  thy  wonderous  heights  to  view. 
With  trembling  wings  thy  fteps  purfue, 
And  leave  the  leflening  world  behind. 
Fond,  foolilhwifh  ! — Can  human  eyes 
The  rapid  arrow’s  track  defcry  ? 

Can  grofs  Mortality  arife. 

And  fpring  beyond  the  vaulted  Iky  ? 

Loft  is  the  momentary  path,  and  bound 
By  cumbrous  chains  we  creep  along  the  ground  ! 


II.  2.  Yet 
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II.  2. 

Yet  fome  there  are  with  power  endow’d 
To  foar  above  the  groveling  croud  ; 

By  thee,  fair  Fancy  rapturous  maid. 

By  thee,  O  fvveet  enthuflail,  led. 

Sublime  beyond  the  milky  way 
With  ftrong  leraphic  plumes  they  ftray ; 

Or  pierce  within  the  facred  lhade, 

Where  Nature’s  plaftic  forms  are  laid; 

Then  ftrike  with  daring  hand  the  magic  firings, 

And  warm  to  life  a  new  creation  fprings, 

II.  3- 

Hail  chofen  few,  whofe  happier  birth 
The  Mufe  beheld,  and  bad  your  due  feet  climb 
Fame’s  llippery  hill,  and  paths  fublime, 

Untrod  by  vulgar  fons  of  earth  ! 

When  Virtue  droops,  all  fick  and  pale. 

In  bleak  Misfortune’s  defart  vale, 

’Tis  yours  to  fieal  away  her  care, 

And  foftly  footh  the  penfive  fair  : 

’Tis  yours  to  cull  from  Fancy’s  fairy  flores, 

The  brighteft  gems,  and  fweeteft- breathing  flowers. 
Then  bind  with  Daedal  art  fuch  wreaths  divine. 

As  bloom  fecure  on  Truth’s  immortci ihrine. 

III.  i. 

Hafte  then!— for  foft  Etefian  galea 
Supply  the  1  pilot’s  welcome  fails. 


1  Pind, 
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And  waft  him  o’er  the  main : 

And  gentle  (bowers,  the  daughters  fair 
Of  pregnant  clouds,  and  balmy  air. 

Rejoice  the  faint,  and  thirfty plain: 

O  hafte,  your  fweeteft  numbers  fhed. 

Fraught  with  the  genial  dew  of  praife. 

On  Glory’s  favourite  Ions,  who  tread 
Unweary’d  Danger’s  thorny  maze  ; 

Who  tear  freth  laurels  from  War’s  ghalily  brow. 

Or  fleer  the  ftedfaft  bark,  tho’  tides  of  Faftion  flow. 

Iif.  2. 

But,  O  ye  delegates  of  jove. 

Sent  from  the  ftarry  realms  above 
-  To  guard  the  clime,  with  dragon  eyes, 

When  all  the  Mufe’s  treafures  rife. 

Should  Gothic  ignorance  invade 
With  lawlefs  foot  the  virgin  fhade. 

And  too  incontinent  prefume 
Rafhly  to  pluck  the  golden  bloom  ; 

"Wide  wave  the  flaming  f.vord,  and  fend,  O  fend 
Your  brightefl  fhafts  to  quell  the  Stygian  fiend ! 

III.  3. 

With  holy  dread,  ye  guardians  of  her  flore. 
Fulfil  your  charge,  not  too  profufe  of  praife 
Embalm,  with  her  immortal  lays, 

The  carrion  corps  of  Pride,  or  Power ! 

Let  Dulnefs  her  vain  favours  fired 
On  finding  Folly’s  kindred  head  ; 
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Or  Vice,  in  tinfel  trappings  dreft. 

Promote  the  wretch  who  flatters  beft; 

Difdain  the  crew  ! — and  in  fome  diftant  grove, 

To  Worth  affli&ed,  friendlefs,  raife  your  voice  ; 

So  lhall  the  Mufe  your  honeft  fongs  approve, 

And  deathlefs  Fame  reward  your  uncorrupted  choice  ! 

b 

THE  WISH:  AN  ELEGY. 

TO  URANIA. 

BY  THOMAS  BLaCKLOCK,  D.  D. 

LE  T  others  travel,  with  inceflant  pain. 

The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  fecurej 
Then  with  fond  hopes  carefs  the  precious  bane  ; 

In  grandeur  abjedt,  and  in  affluence  poor. 

But  foon,  toofoon,  in  Fancy’s  timid  eyes. 

Wild  waves  fliall  roll,  and  conflagrations  fpread  ; 

While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  flze, 

The  fear- form’d  robber  haunts  the  thorny  bed. 


:  t  f 
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Let  me,  in  dreadlefs  poverty  retir’d. 

The  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  fliare  : 

Favour’d  by  Love,  ar.d  by  the  Mufe  infpir’d. 

I’ll  yield  to  Wealth  its  jealoufy  and  care. 

On  rifing  ground,  the  profpeft  to  command. 

Unting’d  with  fmoke,  where  vernal  breezes  blow, 

£n  rural  neatnefs  let  my  cottage  ftand  ,• 

Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow. 

Oft  from  the  neighbouring  hills  and  paftures  round. 

Let  iheep  with  tender  bleat  falute  my  ear ; 

Nor  fox  infldious  haunt  the  guiltlefs  ground. 

Nor  man  purfue  the  trade  of  murder  near : 

Far  hence,  kind  heaven  !  expel  the  favage  train. 

Inur’d  to  blood,  and  eager  to  deftroy  ; 

Who  pointed  fleel  with  recent  daughter  ftain. 

And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy. 

Ye  Powers  of  focial  life  and  tender  fong  ! 

To  you  devoted  fhall  my  fields  remain  j 

Here  undifturb’d  the  peaceful  day  prolong, 

Nor  own  a  fmart  but  Love’s  delightful  pain. 

For  you,  my  trees  fhall  wave  their  leafy  fliade ; 

For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  air; 

For  you,  be  Autumn’s  blufhing  gifts  difplay’d. 

And  all  that  Nature  yields  of  fweet  or  fair. 

But, 
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But,  O  !  if  plaints  which  love  and  grief  infpire. 

In  heavenly  breafts  could  e’er  compaflion  find, 
Grant  me,  ah  !  grant  my  heart’s  fupreme  defire. 
And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 

For  her,  black  Sadnefs  clouds  my  brighteft  day ; 

For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll ; 

For  her,  cold  horrors  melt  my  powers  away. 

And  chill  the  living  vigour  of  my  foul. 

Beneath  her  fcorn  each  youthful  ardor  dies. 

Its  joys,  its  wilhes,  and  its  hopes,  expire! 

In  vain  the  fields  of  Science  tempt  my  eyes  j 
In  vain  for  me  the  Mufes  firing  the  lyre. 

O  !  let  her  oft  my  humble  dwelling  grace. 

Humble  no  more,  if  there  Ihe  deign  to  Ihine  ; 

Fo'r  heaven,  unlimited  by  time  or  place. 

Still  waits  on  god-like  worth  and  charms  divine. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn, 

How  fweet  with  her  through  lonely  fields  to  firay 
Her  charms  the  lovelieft  landfeip  fhall  adorn. 

And  add  new  glories  to  the  riling  day. 

With  her,  all  Nature  lhines  in  heighten’d  bloom  ; 

The  filver  ffream  in  fweeter  mufic  flows  ; 

Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume  ; 

And  deeper  tin-ftures  paint  the  fpreading  rofe. 
VOL.  II.  P 
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With  her,  the  fliades  of  night  their  horrors  lofej 
Its  deepeft  filence  charms  if  die  be  by  ; 

Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews. 

Its  lambent  radiance  fpark’.es  in  her  eye. 

How  Aveet,  with  her,  in  Wifdom's  calm  recefs,. 

To  brighten  foft  defire  with  wit  refin’d  ! 

Kind  Nature’s  laws  with  facred  Alhley  trace. 

And  view  the  fairefi:  features  of  the  mind  ! 

Or  borne  on  Milton’s  flight,  as  heaven  fublime. 

View  its  full  blaze  in  open  profpect  glow; 

Blefs  the  firffc  pair  in  Eden’s  happy  clime. 

Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  endlefs  woe. 

And  when,  in  virtue,  and  in  peace  grown  old. 

No  arts  the  languid  lamp  of  life  reftore  ; 

Her  let  me  grafp  with  hands  convuls’d  and  cold. 

Till  every  nerve  relax'd  can  hold  no  more. 

Long,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  fufpend. 

Till  the  laft  beam  fiiall  vibrate  on  my~  fight  i 

Then  foar  where  only  greater  joys  attend. 

And  bear  her  image  to  eternal  light. 

Fond  man,  ah  !  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove  ? 

’Tis  thine  to  languifh  in  unpitied  fmart; 

’Tis  thine,  alas !  eternal  fcorn  to  prove. 

Nor  feel  one  gleam  of  comfort  warm  thy  heart. 

But, 
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feut,  if  my  fair  this  cruel  law  impofe, 

Pleas’d,  to  her  will  I  all  my  foul  refign  ; 

To  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes. 

Or  fink  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine. 

Yet  when,  with  woes  unmingled  and  fincere. 

To  Earth’s  cold  womb  in  filence  I  defcend  ; 

Let  her,  to  grace  my  obfequies,  appear. 

And  with  the  weeping  throng  her  forrows  blend. 

Ah  !  no,  be  all  her  hours  with  pleafure  crown’d. 

And  all  her  foul  from  every  anguilh  free  : 

Should  my  fad  fate  that  gentle  bofom  wound. 

The  joys  of  heaven  would  be  no  joys  to  me. 

silt- dit- •U'  Ak  ^ 

AN  HYMN  TO  FORTITUDE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NIGHT,  brooding  o’er  her  mute  domain, 

In  aweful  filence  wraps  her  reign  ; 

Clouds  prefs  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rife, 

Condenfe  to  folid  gloom  the  Ikies. 

Portentous,  thro’  the  foggy  air. 

To  wake  the  Daemon  of  Defpair, 
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The  raven  hoarfe,  and  boding  owl. 

To  Hecate  curd  anthems  howl. 

Intent  with  execrable  art. 

To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart. 

The  witch,  unhallowed  bones  to  raife. 

Through  funeral  vaults  and  charnels  drays; 

Calls  the  damn’d  fhade  from  every  cell, 

And  adds  new  labours  to  their  hell. 

And,  lhield  me,  heaven  !  what  hollow  found* 

Like  Fate’s  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  ? 

The  bell  drikes  one,  that  magic  hour. 

When  riling  fiends  exert  their  power. 

And  now,  fure  now,  fome  caufe  unbled 
Breathes  more  than  horror  thro’  my  bread  : 

How  deep  the  breeze  !  how  dim  the  light ! 

What  fpe&res  fwim  before  my  fight ! 

My  frozen  limbs  pale  Terror  chains. 

And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains : 

My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll. 

And  Death  e’en  feems  to  feize  my  foul. 

What  facred  power,  what  healing  art, 

Shall  bid  my  foul  herfelf  aflert ; 

Shall  rouze  th’  immortal  adlive  flame. 

And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  ? 

O  Fortitude  !  divinely  bright, 

O  Virtue’s  child,  and  man’s  delight ! 

Defcend,  an  amicable  gueft. 

And  with  thy  firmnefs  Heel  my  bread  : 

Defcend, 
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Befcend,  propitious  to  my  lays. 

And,  while  my  lyre  refounds  thy  praife. 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong. 

Exalt  my  foul,  and  warm  my  fong. 

When  raving  in  eternal  pains. 

And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains. 

Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay. 

Nor  with  her  vifage  blafted  day  ; 

No  fear  to  guiltlefs  man  was  known. 

For  God  and  Virtue  reign’d  alone. 

But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night. 
The  curfed  monfter  wing’d  her  flight. 

Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train. 
Chas’d  fweet  Contentment  from  her  reign  ; 
Plac’d  Death  and  Hell  before  each  eye. 

And  wrapt  in  rnift  the  golden  Iky  ; 

Banifh’d  from  day  each  dear  delight. 

And  fhook  with  confcious  ftarts  the  night. 
When,  from  th’  imperial  feats  on  high. 
The  Lord  of  Nature  turn'd  his  eye. 

To  view  the  ftate  of  things  below  ; 

Still  bleft  to  make  his  creatures  fo : 

From  earth  he  faw  Aftrsea  fly. 

And  feek  her  manfions  in  the  fky ; 

Peace,  crown’d  with  olives,  left  her  throne. 
And  white- rob’d  Innocence  was  gone  ; 
While  Vice,  reveal’d  in  open  day. 

Sole  tyrant  rul’d  with  iron  fway  ; 
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And  Virtue  veil’d  her  weeping  charms. 

And  fled  for  refuge  to  his  arms, 

Her  altars  fcorn'd,  her  Ihrines  defac’d— 
Whom  thus  tli’  Effential  Good  addrefs’d. 

“  Thou,  whom  my  foul  adores  alone. 
Effulgent  Iharer  of  my  throne. 

Fair  Emprefs  of  Eternity  ! 

Who  uncreated  reign’ll  like  me  ; 

Whom  I,  who  foie  and  boundlefs  fway. 
With  pleafure  infinite  obey  : 

To  yon  diurnal  fcenes  below. 

Who  feel  their  folly  in  their  woe. 

Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight; 

Again  oppofe  yon  tyrant’s  might ; 

To  earth  thy  cloudlefs  charms  difclofe. 
Revive  thy  friends,  and  blaft  thy  foes : 

Thy  triumphs  man  lhall  raptur’d  fee, 

A&,  fuffer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 

But  fince  all  crimes  their  hell  contain. 

Since  all  mull  feel  who  merit  pain. 

Let  Fortitude  thy  Heps  attend. 

And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  a  friend  ; 

To  urge  him  on  the  arduous  road, 

That  leads  to  virtue,  blifs,  and  God, 

To  blunt  the  fling  of  every  grief. 

And  be  to  all  a  near  relief.” 

He  faid  ;  and  fhe,  with  fmiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  heaven  more  brightly  Ihine, 
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To  earth  return'd  with  all  her  train. 

And  brought  die  golden  age  again. 

Since  erring  mortals,  uncondrain’d, 

The  God,  that  warms  their  bread,  profan’d. 
She  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more. 

Could  only  leave  them,  and  deplore  : 

They,  now  the  eafy  prey  of  Pain, 

Curd  in  their  wiih,  their  choice  obtain  ! 

Till  arm’d  with  heaven  and  fate,  die  came 
Her  dedin’d  honours  to  reclaim. 

Vice  and  her  Haves  beheld  her  flight. 

And  fled  like  birds  obfcene  from  light. 

Back  to  th’  abode  of  plagues  return. 

To  fin  and  fmart,  blafpheme  and  burn. 

Thou,  Goddefs  !  fince,  with  facred  aid. 
Had  every  grief  and  pain  allay’d, 

To  joy  converted  every  fmart. 

And  plac'd  a  heaven  in  every  heart : 

By  thee  we  aft,  by  thee  fudain. 

Thou  facred  antidote  of  Pain ! 

At  thy  great  nod  the  m  Alps  fubfide, 
Reluftant  rivers  turn  their  tide  ; 

With  all  thy  force  Alcides  warm’d,! 

His  hand  againd  Oppreflion  arm’d  : 

By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  drung. 

By  thee  his  drength  for  ever  young  ; 

m  Alluding  to  the  hiftory  of  Hannibal. 
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And  whilfi:  on  brutal  force  heprefs’d. 

His  vigour  with  his  foes  increas’d. 

By  thee,  like  Jove’s  almighty  hand. 

Ambition’s  havock  to  withfland, 

Timoleon  rofe,  the  fcourge  of  fate. 

And  hurl’d  a  tyrant  from  his  Hate  ; 

The  brother  in  his  foul  fubdu’d. 

And  warm’d  the  poniard  in  his  blood  $ 

A  foul  by  fo  much  virtue  fir’d, 

Not  Greece  alone,  but  heaven  admir’d. 

But  in  thefe  dregs  of  human  kind, 

Thefe  days  to  guilt  and  fear  refign’d. 

How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate  ! 

To  brave  the  lafl:  extremes  of  fate  j 
Like  heaven’s  almighty  power,  ferene. 

With  fix’d  regard  to  view  the  fcene. 

When  Nature  quakes  beneath  the  ftorm. 

And  Horror  wears  its  direft  form, 

Tho’  future  worlds  are  now  defcry’d. 

Though  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jefus  dy’d, 

Difpell’d  the  dark  infernalfhade. 

And  all  the  heaven  of  heavens  difplay’d  $ 

Curft  with  unnumber’d  groundlefs  fears. 

How  pale  yon  Ihivering  wretch  appears  ! 

n  Timoleon,  having  long  in  vain  importuned  his  brother  to  refign  the 
defpotifm  of  Corinth,  at  laft  uftored  the  liberty  of  the  people  by  ftabbing 
him.  Vid,  riut, 
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For  him  the  day-light  fliioes  in  vain, 

For  him  the  fields  no  joys  contain  ; 

Nature’s  whole  charms  to  him  are  loft. 

No  more  the  woods  their  Mufic  boaft ; 

No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloom. 

No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfume  : 

Impending  mills  deform  the  fky. 

And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 

In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude. 

By  day  he  mingles  with  the  croud  j 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey. 

In  bufy  crouds,  and  open  day. 

If  night  his  lonely  walk  furprize. 

What  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife  ! 

That  blafted  oak,  which  meets  his  way, 

Shown  by  the  meteor’s  fudden  ray. 

The  midnight  murderer’s  known  retreat. 

Felt  heaven’s  avengeful  bolt  of  late; 

The  clalhing  chain,  the  groan  profound. 

Loud  from  yon  ruin’d  tower  refeund  ; 

And  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread. 

Where  fome  felf-fiaughter’d  corfe  was  laid  : 

He  feels  fixt  Earth  beneath  him  bend. 

Deep  murmurs  from  her  caves  afeend  ; 

Till  all  his  foul,  by  fancy  fway’d. 

Sees  lurid  phantoms  croud  the  lhade; 

While  flirouded  manes  palely  Hare, 

And  beckoning  wifh  to  breathe  their  care ; 

Thus 
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Thus  real  woes  from  falfe  he  bears. 

And  feels  the  death,  the  hell  he  fears. 

O  thou  !  whofe  fpirit  warms  my  fong. 

With  energy  divinely  ftrong, 

Eredl  his  foul,  confirm  his  breaft, 

And  let  him  know  the  fweets  of  reft  ; 

Till  every  human  pain  and  care. 

All  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are. 

But  falfe  imagin’d  ills  appear. 

Beneath  our  hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 

And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid. 

By  thee  be  all  my  woes  allay’d  j 
With  fcorn  inftrudl;  me  to  defy 
Impofing  fear,  and  lawlefs  joy  ; 

To  flruggle  thro’  this  fcene  of  ftrife. 

The  pains  of  death,  the  pangs  of  life. 

With  conftant  brow  to  meet  my  fate, 

And  meet  ftill  more,  Euanthe's  hate. 

And  when  fome  fwain  her  charms  fhall  claim, 
Who  feels  not  half  my  generous  flame, 

Whofe  cares  her  angel-voice  beguiles. 

On  whom  fne  bends  her  heavenly  fmiles ; 

For  whom  fne  weeps,  for  whom  Ihe  glows. 
On  whom  her  treafur’d  foul  bellows ; 

When  perfefl  mutual  joy  they  lhare. 

Ah  !  joy  enhanc’d  by  my  defpair  ! 

Mix  beings  in  each  flaming  kifs. 

And  bleft,  ftill  rife  to  higher  blifs : 


Then, 


(  219  ) 


Then,  then,  exert  my  utmoft  power, 

And  teach  me  being  to  endure  ; 

Left  reafon  from  the  helm  fltould  ftart. 

And  lawlefs  fury  rule  my  heart; 

Left  madnefs  all  my  foul  fubdue. 

To  alk  her  Maker,  What  doft  thou  ? 

Yet,  could  ft  thou  in  that  dreadful  hour. 

On  my  rack’d  foul  all  Lethe  pour. 

Or  fan  me  with  the  gelid  breeze. 

That  chains  in  ice  th’  indignant  feas ; 

Or  wrap  my  heart  in  tenfold  fteel, 

I  ftill  am  man,  and  flill  mull  feel. 

#***.#***#****#  ;;**-**  * * * §-**#**-***-* thfc ^ 

ODE  AGAINST  ILL-NATURE. 

BY  CHRISTOPHER  S  M  A  R  T,  M.  A, 


I. 

FFSPRING  of  Folly  and  of  Pride, 


To  all  that’s  odious,  all  that’s  bafe  allied  ? 
Nurs’d  up  by  Vice,  by  Pravity  milled. 

By  pedant  Affectation  taught  and  bred  : 

Away,  thou  hideous  hell-born  fpright. 

Go,  with  thy  looks  of  dark  defign. 

Sullen,  four,  and  faturnine  ; 
ply  to  fome  gloomy  lhade,  nor  blot  the  goodly  light. 


Thy 
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Thy  planet  was  remote,  when  I  was  born  ; 

*Twas  Mercury  that  rul’d  my  natal  morn. 

What  time  the  fun  exerts  his  genial  ray. 

And  ripens  for  enjoyment  every  growing  day  ; 

When  to  exift  is  but  to  love  and  ling, 

And  fprightly  Aries  fmiles  upon  the  fpring. 

II. 

There  in  yon  Ionefome  heath,  . 

Which  Flora,  or  Sylvanus  never  knew. 

Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew. 

Or  bead,  or  fowl  attempts  to  breathe  ; 

Where  Nature’s  pencil  has  no  colours  laid  ; 

But  all  is  blank,  and  univerfal  lhade  ; 

Contrail  to  figure,  motion,  life  and  light. 

There  may’ll  thou  vent  thy  fpight, 

For  ever  curling,  and  for  ever  curs’d. 

Of  all  th’  infernal  crew  the  word  ; 

The  word  in  genius,  meafure  and  degree; 

For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee. 

III. 

Or  wouid’fl  thou  change  the  fcene,  and  quit  thy  den, 

Behold  the  heaven-deferted  fen. 

Where  fpleen,  by  vapours  denfe  begot  and  bred, 

Hardnefs  of  heart,  and  heavinefs  of  head. 

Have  rais’d  their  darkfome  walls,  and  plac’d  their  thorny  bed  •„ 
There  may’ll  thou  all  thy  bitternefs  unload. 

There  may’ll  thou  croak,  in  concert  with  the  toad,  - 
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With  thee  the  hollow  howling  winds  (hall  join, 

Nor  (hall  the  bittern  her  bafe  throat  deny, 

The  querulous  frogs  (hall  mix  their  dirge  with  thine, 
Th’  ear-piercing  hern,  and  plover  fcreaming  high. 
While  million  humming  gnats  fit  oeftrum  fhall  fupply.- 

IV. 

Away — away — behold  an  hideous  band. 

An  herd  of  all  thy  minions  are  at  hand  : 

Sufpicion  firft  with  jealous  caution  (talks. 

And  ever  looks  around  her  as  (he  walks. 

With  bibulous  ear  imperfed  founds  to  catch. 

And  prompt  to  lilten  at  her  neighbour’s  latch. 

Next  Scandal’s  meagre  (hade. 

Foe  to  the  virgins,  and  the  Poet’s  fame, 

A  wither’d,  time-deflower’d  old  maid. 

That  ne’er  enjoy’d  Love’s  ever  facred  flame. 

Hypocrify  fucceeds  with  faint-like  look. 

And  elevates  her  hands,  and  plods  upon  her  bookv 
Next  comes  illiberal  feambling  Avarice, 

Then  Vanity  and  Aftedation  nice — 

See,  (he  falutes  her  (hadow  with  a  bow. 

As  in  (hort  Gallic  trips  (he  minces  by. 

Starting  Antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 

And  fqueamilhly  (he  knits  her  fcornful  brow  , 

To  thee,  Ill- nature,  all  the  numerous  group 

With  lowly  reverence  (loop - 

They  wait  thy  call,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay. 

Away— thou  art  infedious— -hade  away, 
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ODE  ON  St.  CECILI  A>  DAY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

I. 

FROM  your  lyre  enchanted  towers. 

Ye  mufically  myftic  Powers, 

Ye,  that  inform  the  tuneful  fpheres. 

Inaudible  to  mortal  ears. 

While  each  orb  in  ether  fwims 
Accordant  to  th’  infpiring  hymns  ; 

Hither  Paradife  remove, 

Spirits  of  Harmony  and  Love  ? 

Thou  too,  divine  Urania,  deign  to  appear, 

And  with  thy  fweetly-folemn  lute 
To  the  grand  argument  the  numbers  fuit  j 
Such  as  fublime  and  clear. 

Replete  with  heavenly  love. 

Charm  th’  inraptur’d  fouls  above. 

Difdainful  of  fantaftic  play, 

Mix  on  your  ambrofial  tongue 
Weight  of  fenfe  with  found  of  fong, 

And  be  angelically  gay. 


II.  And 
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ir. 

And  you,  ye  fons  of  Harmony  below. 

How  little  lefs  than  angels,  when  ye  ling  ! 

With  Emulation’s  kindling  warmth  (hall  glow. 

And  from  your  mellow -modulating  throats 
The  tribute  of  your  grateful  notes 
In  union  of  piety  (hall  bring. 

Shall  Echo  from  her  vocal  cave 
Repay  each  note  the  lhephcrd  gave. 

And  (hall  not  we  our  miftrefs  praife. 

And  give  her  back  the  borrow’d  lays  ? 

But  farther  dill  our  praifes  we  purfue  ; 

For  ev’n  Cecilia,  mighty  maid, 

Confefs’d  (he  had  fuperior  aid - 

She  did — -and  other  rites  to  greater  Powers  are  due  ; 

Higher  fwell  the  found  and  higher : 

Let  the  winged  numbers  climb : 

To  the  heaven  of  heavens  afpire. 

Solemn,  facred,  and  fublime  : 

From  heaven  Mufic  took  its  /ife. 

Return  it  to  its -native  Ikies. 

III. 

Mufic’s  a  celeftial  art  ; 

Ceafe  to  wonder  at  its  power, 

Tho’  lifelefs  rocks  to  motion  dart, 

Tho’  trees  dance  lightly  from  the  bower, 

Tho’  rolling  floods  in  fweet  fufpence 
A/e  held,  and  liflen  into  fenfe. 

[a 
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In  Penlhurft’s  plains,  when  Waller,  fick  with  love, 
Has  found  fome  filent,  folitary  grove, 

Where  the  vague  moon-beams  pour  a  filver  flood 
Of  tremulous  light  athwart  th’  unfliaven  wood. 
Within  an  hoary  mofs-grown  cell, 

He  lays  his  carelefs  limbs  without  referve, 
Andftrikes,  impetuous  ftrikes  each  querulous  nerve 
Of  his  refounding  fhell . 

In  all  the  woods,  in  all  the  plains, 

Around  a  lively  Aillnefs  reigns  ; 

The  deer  approach  the  fecret  fcene, 

And  weave  their  way  thro’  labyrinths  green  j 
While  Philomela  learns  the  lay. 

And  anfwers  from  the  neighbouring  bay. 

But  Medway,  melancholy  mute. 

Gently  on  his  urn  reclines. 

And  all-attentive  to  the  lute. 

In  uncomplaining  anguilh  pines  : 

The  cryflal  waters  weep  away. 

And  bear  the  tidings  to  the  fea  : 

Neptune  in  the  boifterous'feas 
Spreads  the  placid  bed  of  peace. 

While  each  blaft, 

Or  breathes  its  lafl. 

Or  juft  does  figh  a  fymphony  and  ceafe, 

IV. 

Behold  Arion — on  the  ftern  he  ftands, 

Pall’d  in  theatrical  attire. 


(  225  ) 

To  the  mute  firings  he  moves  th’  enlivening  hands, 
Great  in  diftrefs,  and  wakes  the  golden  lyre  : 
While  in  a  tender  Orthian  drain 
He  thus  accofts  the  miftrefs  of  the  main  : 

By  the  bright  beams  of  Cynthia’s  eyes. 

Thro’  which  your  waves  attradled  rife. 

And  attuate  the  hoary  deep  ; 

By  the  fecret  coral  cell. 

Where  Love,  and  Joy,  and  Neptune  dwell, 
And  peaceful  floods  in  filence  deep  ; 

By  the  fea-flowers,  that  immerge 
Their  heads  around  the  grotto’s  verge. 
Dependent  from  the  Hooping  Item  ; 

By  each  roof-fufpended  drop. 

That  lightly  lingers  on  the  top, 

Aad  hefltates  into  a  gem  ; 

By  thy  kindred  watery  gods. 

The  lakes,  the  rivulets,  founts  and  floods, 
And  all  the  Powers  that  live  unfeen 
Underneath  the  liquid  green  j 
Great  Amphitrite  (for  thou  canft  bind 
The  ftorm,  and  regulate  the  wind) 

Hence  waft  me,  fair  Goddefs,  oh  waft  me  away, 
Secure  from  the  men,  and  the  monfters  of  prey  ! 

V. 

He  fung— The  winds  are  charm’d  to  deep, 

Soft  ftillnefs  fteals  along  the  deep, 

QL 
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The  Tritons  and  the  Nereids  figh 
In  foul -reflecting  fympathy, 

And  all  the  audience  of  waters  weep. 

But  Amphitrite  her  dolphin  fends — the  fame, 

Which  erft  to  Neptune  brought  the  nobly  perjur’d  dame.  — 
Pleas’d  to  obey,  the  beauteous  monfter  flies. 

And  on  his  fcales  as  the  gilt  fun-beams  play, 

Ten  thoufand  variegated  dies 
In  copious  flreams  of  lultre  rife. 

Rife  o’er  the  level  main,  and  fignify  his  way.—— 

And  now  the  joyous  Bard,  in  triumph  bore, 

Rides  the  voluminous  wave,  and  makes  the  wifh'd-for  fhore. 
Come,  ye  feftive,  focial  throng. 

Who  fweep  the  lyre,  or  pour  the  fong. 

Your  nobleft  melody  employ, 

Such  as  becomes  the  mouth  of  Joy  ; 

Bring  the  fky-afpiring  thought, 

With  bright  expreffion  richly  wrought ; 

And  hail  the  Mufe  afcending  on  her  throne. 

The  main  at  length  fubdu’d,  and  all  the  world  her  own. 

Vi. 

But  o’er  th’  affections  too  fhe  claims  the  fway. 

Pierces  the  human  heart,  and  Seals  the  foul  away ; 

And  as  attractive  founds  move  high  or  low, 

Th’  obedient  duCtile  paffions  ebb  and  flow. 

Has  any  nymph  her  faithful  lover  loft. 

And  in  the  vifions  of  the  night. 

And  all  the  da/-  dreams  of  the  light, 
la  Sorrow’s  tempeft  turbulently  toft — 
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From  her  cheeks  the  rofes  die, 

The  radiations  vaniih  from  her  fun-bl  ight  eye, 

And  her  breaft,  the  throne  of  love. 

Can  hardly,  hardly,  hardly  move. 

To  fend  th’  ambrofial  figh. 

But  let  the  (kilful  Bard  appear. 

And  pour  the  founds  medicinal  in  her  ear: 

Sing  fome  fad,  fome  plaintive  ditty, 

Steept  in  tears  that  endlefs  flow. 

Melancholy  notes  of  pity, 

Notes  that  mean  a  worldof  woe  ; 

She  too  fhall  fympathize,  Ihe  too  (hall  moan, 

And  pitying  others  forrows  figh  away  her  own. 

VII. 

Wake,  wake  the  kettle-drum,  prolong 
The  fwelling  trumpet’s  filverfong. 

And  let  the  kindred  accents  pafs 
Thro’  the  horn’s  meandering  brafs. 

Arife - The  patriot  Mufe  invites  to  war. 

And  mounts  Bellona’s  brazen  car  ; 

While  Harmony,  terrific  maid  ! 

Appears  in  martial  pomp  array’d  : 

The  fword,  the  target,  and  the  lance 
She  wields,  and  as  Ihe  moves,  exalts  the  Pyrrhic  dance, 

Tremb’es  the  earth,  refound  the  Ikies - 

Swift  o’er  the  fleet,  the  camp  ihe  flies 
With  thunder  in  her  voice,  and  lightning  in  her  eyes. 

Q,2 
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The  gallant  warriors  engage 
With  inextinguifhable  rage. 

And  hearts  unchill'd  with  fear  ; 

Fame  numbers  all  the  chofen  bands. 
Full  in  the  front  fair  Victory  Hands, 

And  Triumph  crowns  the  rear. 

VIII. 

But  hark  the  temple’s  hollow’d  roof  refounds. 

And  Purcell  lives  along  the  folemn  founds.— 
Mellifluous,  yet  manly  too. 

He  pours  his  ftrains  along, 

As  from  the  lion  Sampfon  flew, 

Comes  fweetnefs  from  the  ftrorg. 

Not  like  the  foft  Italian  fwains. 

He  trills  the  weak  enervate  ftrains. 
Where  Senfe  and  Mufic  are  at  ftrife  ; 
His  vigorous  notes  with  meaning  teem, 
With  fire,  with  force  explain  the  theme. 
And  Cng  the  fubjeft  into  life. 
Attend— he  fings  Cecilia — matchlefs  dame  ! 

’Tis  fhe — ’tis  ftie, — fond  to  extend  her  fame. 

On  the  loud  chords  the  notes  confpire  to  ftay. 

And  fvveetly  fwell  into  a  long  delay, 

And  dwell  delighted  on  her  name. 

Blow  on,  ye  facred  organs,  blow. 

In  tones  magnificently  flow ; 

Such  is  the  mufic,  fuch  the  lays 
Which  fuit  your  fair  inventrefs’  praife  : 
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While  round  religious  filence  reigns. 

And  loitering  winds  expeft  the  llrains. 

Hail  majeftic  mournful  meafure. 

Source  of  many  a  penfive  pleafure  ! 

Bleft  pledge  of  love  to  mortals  given, 

As  pattern  of  the  reft  of  heaven  ! 

And  thou,  chief  honor  of  the  veil. 

Hail,  harmonious  virgin,  hail  l 
When  Death  lhall  blot  out  every  name. 

And  Time  lhall  break  the  trump  of  Fame, 
Angels  may  liften  to  thy  lute : 

Thy  power  lhall  laft,  thy  bays  lhall  bloom. 
When  tongues  lhall  ceafe,  and  worlds  confum*. 
And  all  the  tuneful  fpheres  be  mute. 
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THE  SEASONS. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

BY  MOSES  MENDEZ,  ESq. 

SPRING, 

ERE  yet  I  fing  the  round  revolving  year. 

And  Ihow  the  toils  and  pallime  of  the  Twain, 

At  °  Alcon’s  grave  I  drop  a  pious  tear ; 

Right  well  he  knew  to  raife  his  learned  drain. 

And,  like  his  Milton,  fcorn’d  the  rhiming  chain. 

Ah  !  cruel  Fate,  to  tear  him  from  our  eyes  j 
Receive  this  wreath,  albe  the  tribute’s  vain  ■, 

From  the  green  fod  may  flowers  immortal  rife, 

To  mark  the  facred  fpot  where  the  fweet  Poet  lies  1 

It  is  the  Cuckoo  that  announceth  Spring, 

And  with  his  p  wreakful  tale  the  fpoufe  doth  fray  j 
Mean  while  the  Finches  harmlefs  ditties  fing, 

And  hop,  in  buxom  youth,  from  fpray  to  fpray, 

•  Mr.  Thomfon,  author  of  the  Seafons,  t  Revengeful. 

Proud 
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Proud  as  Sir  Paridel  of  rich  array. 

The  little  wantons  that  draw  Venus  team. 

Chirp  amorous  thro’  the  grove  in  beavies  gay  ; 

And  he,  who  erft  gain’d  Leda’s  fond  efteem. 

Now  fails  on  Thamis’  tide,  the  glory  of  the  ftream  ! 

Proud  as  the  Turkilh  foldan,  chaunticleer 

Sees,  with  delight,  his  numerous  race  around  : 

He  grants  frelh  favours  to  each  female  near  ; 

For  love  as  well  as  cherifaunce  renown’d. 

The  waddling  dame  that  did  the  Gauls  confound. 

Her  tawny  fons  doth  lead  to  rivers  cold  ; 

While  Juno’s  dearling,  with  majeilic  bound. 

To  charm  his  r  leman  doth  his  train  unfold. 

That  glows  with  vivid  green,  that  flames  with  burning  gold* 

The  balmy  cowflip  gilds  the  fmiling  plain. 

The  virgin  fnow-drop  boafts  her  filver  hue. 

An  hundred  tints  the  gaudy  daify  ftain. 

And  the  meek  violet,  in  amis  blue 

Creeps  low  to  earth,  and  hides  from  public  view : 

But  the  rank  nettle  rears  her  creft  on  high ; 

So  ribaulds  loofe  their  front  unblufhing  fhew. 

While  modeft  merit  doth  negle&ed  lie. 

And  pines  in  lonely  (hade  unfeen  of  vulgar  eye. 

s  Darling.  r  Lover, 
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See  !  all  around  the  gall-lefs  s  culvers  bill. 

Mean  while  the  nightingale's  becalming  lays 
Mix  with  the  plaintive  mulic  of  the  rill. 

The  which  in  various  1  gyres  the  meadow  a  bays. 

Behold  !  the  welkin  burfts  into  a  blaze  ! 

Fall  by  the  car  of  light  the  nimble  Hours, 

In  fongs  of  triumph,  hail  his  genial  rays, 

And,  as  they  x  wend  to  Thetis  cooling  bowers, 

They  bound  along  the  Iky,  and  ftrew  the  heavens  with  flowers. 

And  now  the  human  bofom  melts  to  love  ; 

The  raptur’d  Bard  awakes  his  Ikilful  lyre, 

By  running  iireams,  or  in  the  laurel  grove, 

He  tunes  to  amorous  notes  his  founding  wire  : 

All,  all  is  harmony,  and  all  defire. 

The  happy  numbers  charm  the  blooming  maid  ; 

Herblufhing  cheeks  pronounce  her  heart  on  tire, 

She  now  confents,  then  Ihuns  th'  embowering  lhade. 

With  faint  reluflance  yields ;  defirous,  yet  afraid. 

Now  ruftic  Cuddy,  with  untutor’d  throat, 

(Tho’  much  admir’d,  I  ween,  of  nymph  and  fwain) 

By  various  fongs  would  various  ends  promote. 

Seeks  he  to  prove  that  woman’s  vows  are  vain  ! 

He  Bateman’s  fortune  tells,  a  baleful  llrain  ! 

sDoyes.  *  Circle',  or  wisdingi,  c  Bathes,  *  Co. 
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And  if  to  honour  Britain  he  be  led. 

He  fings  a  ’prentice  bold,  in  londs  profane. 

Who,  all  unarm’d,  did  ftrike  two  lions  dead. 

Tore  forth  their  favage  hearts,  and  did  a  princefs  wed. 

But  hark  !  the  bag-pipe  fummons  to  the  green. 

The  jocund  bag-pipe,  that  awaketh  fport ; 

The  blithefome  lafies,  as  the  morning  fheen. 

Around  the  flower-crown’d  may- pole  quick  refort ; 
The  Gods  of  pleafure  here  have  fix’d  their  court. 
Quick  on  the  wing  the  flying  moment  feize. 

Nor  build  up  ample  fchemes,  for  life  is  fhort. 

Short  as  the  whifper  of  the  palling  breeze. 

Yet,  ah  !  in  vain  I  preach - mine  heart  is  ill  at  eafe. 

S  U  M  M  E  R. 


BENEATH  yon  y  fnubby  oak’s  extended  fhade- 
Safe  let  me  hide  me  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 

Nor  fhall  the  dog  ftar  this  retreat  invade, 

As  thro’  the  heavens  he  fpeeds  his  burning  way  : 
The  fultry  lion  rages  for  his  prey. 

Ah  Phoebus,  quench  thy  wild  deftroying  fire. 

Each  flower,  each  fhrub  doth  fink  beneath  thy  ray, 
Save  the  frefh  laurel,  that  fhall  ne’er  expire. 

The  leaves  that  crown  a  bard  may  brave  celeflial  ire. 

1  Knotty, 
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Or  {hall  I  hie  to  mine  own  hermitage. 

Round  which  the  wanton  vine  her  arms  doth  wind, 
There  may  I  lonely  turn  the  facred  page, 

Improve  my  reafon,  and  amend  my  mind ; 

Here  ’gain ft  Life’s  ills  a  remedy  I  find. 

An  hundred  flowers  embofs  the  verdant  ground  ; 

A  little  brook  doth  my  fweet  cottage  bind. 

Its  waters  yield  a  melancholy  found, 

And  footh  to  ftudy  deep,  or  lull  to  flecp  profound. 

The  playful  infect  hopping  in  the  grafs 
Doth  tire  the  bearer  with  his  fonnet  Ihrill  ; 

The  pool-fprung  gnat  on  founding  wing  doth  pafs. 

And  on  the  *  ramping  fteed  doth  fuck  his  fill  ; 

Ah  me,  can  little  creatures  work  fuch  ill  ! 

The  patient  cow  doth,  to  efchew  the  heat. 

Her  body  fteep  within  the  neighbouring  rill ; 

And  while  the  lambs  in  fainter  voices  bleat, 

Their  mothers  hang  their  head,  in  doleful  plight  I  weet. 

8  Rechlefs  of  feafons,  fee  the  lufty  fwains 
Along  the  meadow  fpread  the  tawny  hay  ; 

The  maidens  too  undaunted  feek  the  plains, 

Ne  fear  to  fhow  their  faces  to  the  ray  ; 

But  ail  the  honeft  badge  of  toil  difplay. 


See 


Smarting,  flving-ou'. 


a  Carelefr. 


(  *35  ) 

See  how  they  mould  the  haycock’s  rifing  head  } 

While  wanton  Colin,  full  of  amorous  play, 

Down  throweth  Sufan,  who  doth  Ihriek  for  dread. 

Fear  not - thou  canft  be  hurt  upon  fo  foft  a  bed. 

At  length  the  fun  doth  haften  to  repofe. 

And  all  the  vault  of  heaven  is  ftreak’d  with  light ; 

In  flamy  gold  the  ruddy  welkin  glows. 

And,  for  the  noon- day  heat,  our  pains  doth  k  quite. 
For  all  is  calm,  ferene,  and  palling  bright  : 

Favonius  gentle  Ikims  along  the  grove, 

And  lheds  fweet  odours  from  his  pennons  light. 

The  little  bat  in  giddy  orbs  doth  rove. 

And  loud  the  fcreech-owl  Ihrieks,  to  roufe  her  blue  ey’d 
love. 

Menalcas  came  to  tafle  the  evening  gale. 

His  cheeks  impurpled  with  the  rofe  of  youth j 

He  won  each  damfel  with  his  piteous  tale, 

They  thought  they  liften’d  to  the  words  of  truth. 

Yet  their  belief  did  work  them  muchel c  ruth. 

His  oaths  were  light  as  goflimer,  or  air. 

His  tongue  was  poifonous  as  an  afpic’s  tooth. 

Ah  1  ceale  to  promife  joy,  and  give  defpair  : 

’Tis  brave  to  fmite  the  foe  ;  ’tis  bafe  to  wrong  the  fair. 

b  Requite.  «Sorr»w. 
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The  gentle  Thyrfis,  mild  as  opening  morn. 

Came  to  the  lawn,  and  Marian  there  was  found  ; 
Marian  whom  many  hufwife  arts  adorn  : 

Right  well  Ihe  knew  the  apple  to  furround 
With  dulcet  cruft  :  andThomalin  renown’d 
For  prow  d  atchievements  in  the  wreftling  ring  ; 

He  held  at  nought  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 

But  prone  to  earth  the  hardieft  wight  would  fling  ; 

Such  was  Alcides  erft,  if  poets  e  footh  do  fing. 

From  tree -crown’d  hill,  from  flower- enamel’d  vale. 

The  mild  inhabitants  in  crouds  appear 
To  tread  a  meafure  ;  while  Night’s  regent  pale 
Doth  thro'  the  fky  her  fllver  chariot  fteer, 

Whofe  lucid  wheels  were  deck’d  with  dew-drops  clear  j 
The  which,  like  pearls,  defcended  on  the  plain. 

Now  every  youth  doth  clafp  his  miftrefs  dear. 

And  every  nymph  rewards  her  conftant  fwain. 

Thrice  happy  he  who  loves,  and  is  belov’d  again. 

*  Hardy,  valiant,  «  Truth. 
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AUTUMN. 


SE  E  jolly  Autumn,  clad  in  hunter’s  green. 

In  wholefome  f  lufty-hed  doth  mount  the  fphere  ; 

A  leafy  girlond  binds  her  temples  fheen, 

Inftudded  richly  with  the  fpiky  ear. 

Her  right  hand  bears  a  vine-incircled  fpear  ; 

Such  as  the  crew  did  wield  whom  Bacchus  lad. 

When  to  the  Ganges  he  his  courfe  did  fleer  ; 

And  in  her  left  a  bugle-horn  fhe  had. 

On  which  fhe  s  eft  did  blow,  and  made  the  heart^ight  glad- 

In  flow  proceflion  moves  the  tottering  wain, 

The  fun- burnt  hinds  their  finifh’d  toil  h  enfue  ; 

Now  in  the  barn  they  houfe  the  glittering  grain. 

And  there  the  cries  of  “  harveft  home”  renew. 

The  honefl  farmer  does  his  friends 1  falew  ; 

And  them  with  jugs  of  ale  his  wife  doth  treat. 

Which  for  that  purpofe  fhe  at  home  did  brew  ; 

They  laugh,  they  fport,  and  homely  jefts  repeat, 

Then  fmack  their  lades  lips,  their  lips  as  honey  fweet. 


f  Vigour. 
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Or  ereiT  ail  die  purple  bluihjtg  rir.e 

Beneath  her  leaves  her  racy  frel:  doth  hide  : 

*  Albe  the  pear  no:  hoods  of  foaming  wine. 

Ye:  are  we  no:  p  radons  bland  denied  ; 

See  where  the  pear-nee  doth  in  earth  abide  ! 

Brahe  her  rich  fruitage,  and  the  grape  disdain  ; 

The  apple  too  will  grant  a  generous  tide, 

To  nng  whole  honours  Theno:  rais'd  his  itrain, 

Thoie  lcai-iacbaodsg  lays  ihil  charm  the  likening  plain. 

Thro’  greyish  mbits  behold  Aurora  dawns. 

Ana  to  his  iport  the  w  ary  fowler  hies  ; 

Crouching  to  earth  hi;  guileful  pointer  faw  ns, 

Now  the  thick  hobble,  now  the  clover  tries. 

To  and  where,  with  his  race,  the  partridge  lies. 

Ah  !  lscklefe  fire,  ah  !  I  u  chiefs  race,  I  ween. 

Them  force  compels  or  fubtle  art;  farprize  ; 

More  :  ancles  v.  alt  to  each  thee  dolorous  m  teen, 

Doom'd  to  escape  the  deep  and  perish  on  the  green. 

The  foil -mouth'd  heends  pnnfae  the  rimorons  hare, 

And  the  hills  echo  to  the  joyful  cry  ; 

Ah  1  borrow  the  light  pennons  of  the  hare, 

If  you're  r  arrange:,  yon  die,  poor  wretch,  you  die. 

£  Altbongh. 

-  Dsiaitu  cnTiiaj  Psriix  h  t  cephnr’i  £elh  ia  mechanics,  tkrew  aim 
Lets  a;  fee.  Ks  efazpo!  arc  h  . j  being  change:  Lr.tc  «  iirtr  eg*. 

■  Anprih,  pain.  1  Rrith’^,  overtaken. 
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Nought  will  avail  the  pity-pleading  eye. 

For  our  good  fquiie  doth  much  again!!  you  rail, 

And  faith  you  often  magic  arts  do  try ; 

At  times  you  wave  Grimalkin’s  footy  tail. 

Or  on  a  beefom  vild  you  thro’  the  welkin  fail. 

The  flag  is  rous'd  ;  he  flems  the  threatening  flood. 

That  fhall  ere  long  his  matchlefs  fwiftnefs  quell; 

And,  to  avoid  the  tumult  of  the  wood. 

Among!!  his  well  known  0  pheers  attempts  to  p  mell : 
With  horn  and  hcof  his  purpofe  they  repel!. 

Thus,  (hould  a  maid  from  Virtue’s  lore  yltray. 

Your  fex,  my  Daphne,  !how  their  vengeance  fell ; 

Your  cruel  felves  with  gall  the  lhaft  ‘J  embay-. 

And  la!h  from  Pardon's  Ihrine  the  penitent  away. 

Now  filence  charms  the  fages  of  the  gown. 

To  purer  air  doth  fpeed  each  crafty  wight ; 

The  well-fqueez’d  client  quits  the  dufty  town. 

Grown  grey  in  the  afferting  of  his  right, 

With  head  yfraught  with  law,  and  pockets  light. 

Well  pleas’d  he  wanders  o’er  the  fallow  lea. 

And  views  each  rural  objeft  with  delight. 

Ne’er  be  my  lot  the  brawling  courts  to  fee ; 

Who  trufls  to  lawyer's  tongue  doth  much  r  mifween,  perdy. 


o  Companion', 
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Right  blefs’d  the  man  who  free  from  bitter  s  bale, 
Doth  in  the  little  peaceful  hamlet  dwell, 

No  loud  contention  doth  his  ears  aflail. 

Save  when  the  tempeft  whiffles  o’er  his  cell  : 
The  fruitful  down,  the  flower-depainted  dell. 
To  pleafe  his  eyne  are  varioufly  array’d  ; 

And  when  in  roundelay  his  flame  he’d  tell. 

He  gains  a  fmile  from  his  beloved  maid  ; 

By  fuch  a  gentle  fmile  an  age  of  pain’s  repaid. 


. . . . . i  j  j  j 

W  I  N  T  E  R. 

THE  little  brook  that  erft  my  cot  did  lave, 

And  o’er  its  flinty  pavement  fweetly  fung, 
Doth  now  forget  to  roll  her  wanton  wave. 

For  Winter  hoar  her  icy  chain  has  flung. 

And  Hill’d  the  babbling  mulic  of  her  tongue. 

The  lonely  woodcock  feeks  the  fplalhy  glen. 

Each  mountain  head  with  fleecy  fnow  is  hung  ; 
The  fnipe  and  duck  enjoy  the  moorifh  fen. 

Like  *  Eremites  they  live,  and  Ihun  the  fight  of  men. 

t  Sorrow,  *  Hermit*. 
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The  11  warelefs  fheep  no  longer  bite  the  mead, 

No  more  the  plough-boy  turns  the  ftubborn  ground. 

At  the  full  crib  the  horned  labourers  feed. 

Their  noftrils  call  black  clouds  of  fmoak  around  ; 

A  fqualid  coat  doth  the  lean  fteed  furround. 

The  wily  fox  doth  prowl  abroad  for  prey, 

Rechlefs  of  fnares,  or  of  th’  avenging  hound  ; 

And  trufty  Lightfoot,  now  no  longer  gay. 

Sleeps  at  the  kitchen  hearth  his  cheerlefs  hours  away. 

Where  erft  the  boat,  and  flowly  moving  barge. 

Did  with  delight  cut  thro’  the  dimpling  plain, 

Now  wanton  boys  and  men  do  roam  at  large ; 

The  river-gods  quit  their  ufurp’d  domain. 

And  of  the  wrong  at  Neptune’s  court  complain. 

There  mote  you  fee  mild  Avon  crown'd  with  flowers, 

And  milky  Wey  withouten  fpot  or  llain  ; 

There  the  fair  ftream  that  walhes  Hampton’s  bowers. 

And  Ills  who  with  pride  beholds  her  learned  towers. 

Intent  on  fport,  the  ever  jocund  throng 

Quit  their  warm  cots,  and  for  the  game  prepare  ; 

Behold  the  reftlefs  foot-ball  whirls  along, 

Now  near  the  earth,  now  mounted  high  in  air. 

Thus  often  men,  in  life’s  wild  lottery  fare. 

Who  quit  true  blifs  to  grafp  an  empty  toy. 

Our  honeft  fwains  for  wealth  nor  titles  care, 

But  lufty  health  in  exercife  employ. 

The  diftant  village  hears  the  rude  tumultuous  joy, 

“  Stupified. 
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The  careful  hedger  looks  the  fields  around. 

To  fee  what  labour  may  his  fkill  demand  ; 

He  mends  the  fence,  repairs  the  finking  mound. 

Or  in  long  drains  he  cuts  the  lower  land. 

That  fhall  henceforth  all  fudden  floods  withftand. 
Mean  vvhile  at  home  his  dame,  with  filver  hair. 

Doth  fit  incircled  by  a  goodly  band 
Of  lovely  maids,  who  various  works  prepare, 

.All  chafte  as  Jove's  wife  child,  as  Cupid’s  mother  fair. 

She  them  difcourfes  not  of  fafluons  nice, 

Nor  of  the  trilling  notes  which  eunuchs  fing  ; 
Allurements  vain,  that  prompt  the  foul  to  vice! 

Ne  tells  fhe  them  of  Kefar  or  of  king  ; 

Too  great  the  fubjedt  for  fo  mean  a  ring. 

Her  leffons  teach  to  fvvell  the  capon’s  fize  ; 

To  make  the  hen  a  numerous  offspring  bring  ; 

Or  how  the  way-ward  mother  to  chaftife. 

When  from  her  vetchy  nell  the  weetlefs  vagrant  hies. 

When  glittering  fpangles  deck  the  robe  of  night, 

And  all  their  kine  in  pens  avoid  the  cold. 

The  buxom  troops,  ftill  eager  of  delight, 

Round  Damon’s  eyne  a  x  drapet  white  infold. 

He  darkling  gropes  till  he  fome  one  can  hold. 

xA  lin  nen  c  loth. 
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Next  Cori  hides  his  head,  and  muii  impart 
What  wanton  fair-one  fmote  his  hand  fo  bold. 

He  Delia  names,  nor  did  from  truth  depart ; 

For  well  he  knew  her  touch,  who  long  had  fir’d  his  heart. 

Stay,  I  conjure  you  by  your  hopes  of  blifs, 

Truft  not,  my  Daphne,  the  rough-biting  air. 

Let  not  rude  winds  thofe  lips  of  foftnefs  kifs  ; 

Will  Eurus  Item  the  charms  of  beauty  fpare  ? 

No,  he  will  hurt  my  rofy-featur’d  fair. 

If  aught  fo  bright  dares  rugged  carl  invade. 

Too  tender  thou  fuch  rough  aflaults  to  bear  ; 

The  mountain  afh  may  Hand  tho’  ftripp’d  of  (hade. 

But  at  the  flighted  wound  the  filken  flowers  will  fade. 

oooooooooocoooooooooocooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooocoooooooaoooooooooooeoooooceoooooo® 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

BY  DR.  JOSEPH  WARTON. 

OGoddefs,  on  whofe  fteps  attend 

Pleafure  and  laughter-loving  Health, 
White-mantled  Peace  with  olive-wand, 

Young  Joy,  and  diamond-fcepter’d  Wealth, 

Blithe  Plenty,  with  her  loaded  horn. 

With  Science  bright -ey'd  as  the  morn, 
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In  Britain,  which  for  ages  paft 
Has  been  thy  choiceit  darling  care. 

Who  mad’ft  her  wife,  and  flrong,  and  fair, 

May  thy  belt  bleffings  ever  laft. 

For  thee,  the  pining  prifoner  mourns. 

Depriv’d  of  food,  of  mirth,  of  light ; 

For  the©  pale  Haves  to  galleys  chain’d, 

That  ply  tough  oars  from  morn  to  night ; 

Thee  the  proud  Sultan’s  beauteous  train. 

By  eunuchs  guarded,  weep  in  vain. 

Tearing  the  rofes  from  their  locks  ; 

And  Guinea’s  captive  kings  lament, 

By  Chriftian  lords  to  iabour  fent, 

Whipt  like  the  dull,  unfeeling  ox. 

Infpir’d  by  thee,  deaf  to  fond  Nature’s  cries. 

Stern  Brutus,  when  Rome’s  Genius  loudly  fpoke, 
Gave  her  the  matchlefs  filial  facrifice, 

Nor  turn’d,  nor  trembled  at  the  deathful  ftroke  ! 
And  he  of  later  age,  but  equal  fame, 

Dar’d  ftab  the  tyrant,  tho’  he  lov’d  the  friend. 
How  burnt  the  ^Spartan  with  warm  patriot-Hame, 
In  thy  great  caufe  his  valorous  life  to  end  ! 

How  burft  Guftavus  from  the  Swedilh  mine  ! 

Like  light  from  chaos  dark,  eternally  to  Urine. 
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When  heaven  to  all  thy  joys  be  (lows, 

And  graves  upon  our  hearts — Be  free— 

Shall  coward  man  thofe  joys  refign, 

And  dare  reverfe  this  great  decree  ? 

Submit  him  to  fome  idol-king, 

Some  felfiili,  paffion-guided  thing, 

Abhorring  man,  by  man  abhorr’d. 

Around  whofe  throne  hands  trembling  Doubt, 

Whofe  jealous  eyes  dill  rowl  about, 

And  Murder  with  his  reeking  fvvord  ? 

Where  trampling  Tyranny  with  Fate 
And  black  Revenge  gigantic  goes  : 

Hark,  how  the  dying  infants  fliriek. 

How  hopelefs  Age  is  funk  in  woes ! 

Fly,  mortals,  from  that  fated  land, 

Tho’  rivers  roll  o’er  golden  fand  : 

Tho’  birds  in  flhades  of  Caflia  finT, 

Harvefts  and  fruits  fpontaneous  rife. 

No  dorms  didurb  the  fmiling  ikies. 

And  each  foft  breeze  rich  odours  bring. 

Britannia,  watch  ! - remember  peerlefs  Rome, 

Her  high-tower’d  Head  dalh’d  meanly  to  the  ground  ; 
Remember,  Freedom’s  guardian,  Grecia’s  doom. 

Whom  weeping  the  defpotic  Turk  has  bound  : 

May  ne’er  thy  oak-crown’d  hills,  rich  meads  and  downs, 
(Fame,  Virtue,  Courage,  Poverty,  forgot) 

*  3  ' 
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Thy  peaceful  villages,  and  bufy  towns, 

Be  doom’d  fome  death-difpenfing  tyrant’s  lot ; 

On  deep  foundations  may  thy  freedom  Hand, 

Long  as  the  furge  (hall  lafli  thy  fea-encircled  land. 

***si£fc  ***&  *  sff  *  **********-** 

ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

WRITTEN  ON  A  RECOVERY  FROM  THE  SMALL -POX. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

O  Whether  with  laborious  clowns 

In  meads  and  woods  thou  lov'ft  to  dwell. 

In  noify  merchant-crouded  towns. 

Or  in  the  temperate  Brachman’s  cell ; 

Who  from  the  meads  of  Ganges’ fruitful  ficod. 

Wet  with  fweet  dews  colle&s  his  flowery  food  ; 

In  Bath,  ,  or  in  Montpellier’s  plains, 

Or  rich  Bermudas’  balmy  ifle. 

Or  the  cold  North,  whofe  fur-clad  fwains 
Ne’er  faw  the  purple  Autumn  fmile. 

Who  over  Alps  of  fnow,  and  defarts  drear. 

By  twinkling  ftar-light  drive  the  flying  de?r; 


O  lovely 
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O  lovely  queen  of  mirth  and  eafe, 

Whom  abfent,  beauty,  banquets,  wine. 

Wit,  mufic,  pomp,  nor  fcience  pleafe, 

And  kings  on  ivory  couches  pine  ; 

Nature’s  kind  nurfe,  to  whom  by  gracious  heaven 
To  footh  the  pangs  of  toilfome  life  ’tis  given; 

To  aid  a  languid  wretch  repair. 

Let  pale-ey’d  Grief  thy  prefence  fly, 

The  reftlefs  demon  gloomy  Care, 

And  meagre  Melancholy  die  ; 

Drive  to  fome  lonely  rock  the  giant  Pain, 

And  bind  him  howling  with  a  triple  chain  ! 

Q  come,  reftore  my  aking  light. 

Yet  let  me  not  on  Laura  gaze. 

Soon  mull  I  quit  that  dear  delight, 
O’erpower’d  by  Beauty’s  piercing  rays  ; 
Support  my  feeble  feet,  and  largely  fhed 
The  oil  of  gladnefs  on  my  fainting  head. 

How  nearly  had  my  fpirit  paft, 

Till  ftopt  by  Metcalf’s  Ikilful  hand. 

To  Death’s  dark  regions  wide  and  waft. 

And  the  black  river’s  mournful  ftrand  ; 

Or  to  thofe  vales  of  joy  and  meadows  bleft, 
Where  fages,  heroes,  patriots,  poets  reft ; 

R4 
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Where  Maro  and  Mufseus  fit 
Liftening  to  Milton’s  loftier  for.g, 

With  facred  filent  wonder  fmit ; 

While,  monarch  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Homer  in  rapture  throws  his  trumpet  down. 
And  to  the  Briton  gives  his  amaranthine  crown. 


ODE  TO  SUPERSTITION. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

HE  N  C  E  to  fome  convent’s  gloomy  ides. 
Where  chearful  day-light  never  fmiles. 
Tyrant,  from  Albion  hade  toflavidi  Rome; 

There  by  dim  tapers  livid  light. 

At  the  (till  folemn  hours  of  night. 

In  penfive  mufings  walk  o’er  many  a  founding  tomb. 

Thy  clanking  chains,  thy  crimfon  fteel. 

Thy  venom’d  darts,  and  barbarous  wheel. 
Malignant  fiend,  bear  from  this  ifle  away. 

Nor  dare  in  Error’s  fetters  bind 
One  adiive,  freeborn,  Britifh  mind. 

That  drongly  drives  to  fpring  indignant  from  thy  fway. 
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Thou  bad’ft  grim  Moloch's  frowning  prietl 
Snatch  fcreaming  infants  from  the  bread, 
Regardlefs  of  the  frantic  mother’s  woes  ; 

Thou  led'ft  the  ruthlefs  fons  of  Spain 
To  wondering  India’s  golden  plain, 

From  deluges  of  blood  where  tenfold  harvefts  rofe. 

But  lo  !  how  fwiftly  art  thou  fled. 

When  Reafon  lifts  his  radiant  head  ; 

When  his  refounding,  awful  voice  they  hear. 

Blind  Ignorance,  thy  doating  fire. 

Thy  daughter,  trembling  Fear,  retire  ; 

.And  all  thy  ghaftly  train  of  terrors  difappear. 

So  by  the  Magi  hail’d  from  far. 

When  Phoebus  mounts  his  early  car, 

The  (hrieking  ghofts  to  their  dark  charnels  flock ; 

The  full-gorg’d  wolves  retreat,  no  more 
The  prowling  lionefies  roar. 

But  haften  with  their  prey  to  fome  deep  cavern’d  rock. 

Hail  then,  ye  friends  of  Reafon  hail,  , 

Ye  foes  to  Myftcry's  odious  veil, 

To  Truth's  high  temple  guide  my  fteps  aright, 

Where  Clarke  and  Wollaflon  refide. 

With  Locke  and  Newton  by  their  fide*, 

While  Plato  fits  above  enthron’d  in  endiefs  light. 


ODE 
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ODE  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  UPON  HIS  TRAVELS 
THROUGH  ITALY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

WHILE  I  with  fond  officious  care 

For  you  my  chorded  fhell  prepare* 

And  not  unmindful  frame  an  humble  lay  ; 

Where  fhall  this  verfe  my  Cynthio  find  ? 

What  fceue  of  art  now  charms  your  mind  ? 

Say,  on  what  facred  fpot  of  Roman  ground  you  ftray  ? 

Perhaps  you  cull  each  valley’s  bloom. 

To  ftrew  o’er  Virgil’s  laurell'd  tomb. 

Whence  oft  at  midnight  echoing  voices  found  ; 

For  at  that  hour  of  filence,  there 
The  ffiades  of  ancient  Bards  repair, 

To  join  in  choral  fong  his  hallow’d  urn  around  : 

Or  wander  in  the  cooling  ffiade 
Of  Sabine  bowers,  where  Horace  ftray’d. 

And  oft  repeat  in  eager  thought  elate, 

(As  round  in  claffic  fearch  you  trace 
With  curious  eye  the  pleafing  place) 

“  That  fount  he  lov’d,  and  there  beneath  that  hill  he  fate.” 

How 
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How  longs  my  raptur’d  bread  with  you 
Great  Raphael’s  magic  firokes  to  view. 

To  whofe  bled  hand  each  charm  the  Graces  gave ! 
Whence  each  fair  form  with  beauty  glows. 

Like  that  of  Venus,  when  fhe  rofe 
Naked  in  blufliing  charms  from  Ocean’s  hoary  wave. 

As  oft  by  roving  fancy  led 

To  fmooth  Clitumnus’  banks  you  tread. 

What  awful  thoughts  his  fabled  waters  raife  ! 

While  the  lovv-thoughted  fwain,  whofe  flock 
Grazes  around,  from  fome  deep  rock 
With  vulgar  difregard  his  mazy  courfe  furveys. 

Now  thro’  the  ruin’d  domes  my  Mufe 
Your  fleps  with  eager  flight  purfues, 

That  their  cleft  piles  on  Tyber’s  plains  prefent. 

Among  whofe  hollow-winding  cells 
Forlorn  and  wild  Rome’s  Genius  dwells. 

His  golden  fceptre  broke,  and  purple  mantle  rent. 

Oft  to  thofe  molly  mouldering  walls, 

Thofe  caverns  dark,  and  fllent  halls. 

Let  me  repair  by  midnight's  paly  fires  ; 

There  mufe  on  Empire’s  fallen  date. 

And  frail  Ambition’s  haplefs  fate. 

While  more  than  mortal  thoughts  the  folemn  fcene  infpires. 
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What  luft  of  power  from  the  cold  North 
Could  tempt  thofe  Vandal-robbers  forth, 

Fair  Italy,  thy  vine-clad  vales  to  waft  1 

Whofe  hands  profane,  with  hoftile  blade. 

Thy  ftory’d  temples  dar’d  invade, 

And  all  thy  Parian  feats  of  Attic  art  defac’d. 

They,  weeping  Art  in  fetters  bound. 

And  gor’d  her  breaft  with  many  a  wound. 

And  veil’d  her  charms  in  clouds  of  thickeft  night ; 

Sad  Poefy,  much-injur’d  maid, 

They  drove  to  fome  dim  convent’s  Ihade, 

And  quench’d  in  gloomy  mift  her  lamp’s  refplendent  light. 

There  long  (Ire  wept,  to  darknefs  doom’d, 

’Till  Cofmo’s  hand  her  light  relum’d. 

That  once  again  in  lofty  Taffo  firone ; 

Since  has  fweet  Spenfer  caught  her  fire. 

She  breath’d  once  more  in  Milton’s  lyre. 

And  warm’d  the  foul  divine  of  Shakefpear,  Fancy’s  fon. 

Nor  (he,  mild  queen,  will  ceafe  to  fmile 
On  her  Britannia’s  much*lov’d  ifle. 

Where  thefe  her  belt,  her  favourite  three  were  born, 

While  z  Theron  warbles  Grecian  (trains. 

Or  polilh'd  Dodington  remains. 

The  drooping  train  of  Arts  to  cherifh  and  adorn. 

z  The  author  of  the  Pleafures  of  Itnaiinati'on. 
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ODE  AGAINST  DESPAIR. 

ey  the  same. 

FArewell  thou  dimpled  cherub  Joy, 

Thou  rofe-crown’d,  ever-fmiling  boy. 

Wont  thy  filler  Hope  to  lead 
To  dance  along  the  primrofe  mead  ! 

No  more,  bereft  of  happy  hours, 

I  feek  thy  lute-refounding  bowers, 

But  to  yon  ruin’d  tower  repair. 

To  meet  the  God  of  groans,  Defpair; 

Who,  on  that  ivy-darken’d  ground. 

Still  takes  at  eve  his  filent  round. 

Or  fits  yon  new-made  grave  befide. 

Where  lies  a  frantic  Suicide : 

While  labouring  fighs  my  heart-firings  break, 

Thus  to  the  fullen  Power  I  (peak : 

“  Halle,  with  thy  poifon’d  dagger,  halle, 

“  To  pierce  this  forrow-laden  bread ; 

“  Or  lead  me  at  the  dead  of  night, 

“  To  fome  fea-beat  mountain’s  height, 

“  Whence  with  headlong  hade  I’ll  leap 
To  the  dark  bofom  of  the  deep  ; 
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**  Or  ftiew  me  far  from  human  eye, 

**  Some  cave  to  mufe  in,  ftarve,  and  die, 

“  No  weeping  friend  or  brother  near, 

“  My  laft  fond,  faultering  words  to  hear  ?” 

*Twas  thus  with  weight  of  woes  oppreft, 

I  fought  to  eafe  my  bruifed  breaft  : 

When  ftraight  more  gloomy  grew  the  ftrade. 
And  lo  !  a  tall  majeftic  maid  ! 

Her  limbs,  not  delicately  fair, 

Robuft,  and  of  a  martial  air ; 

She  bore  of  fteel  a  polifh’d  fliield. 

Where  highly-fculptur’d  I  beheld 
Th’  Athenian  a  martyr  fmiling  hand, 

The  baleful  goblet  in  his  hand  ; 

Sparkled  her  eyes  with  lively  flame, 

And  Patience  was  the  feraph’s  name  ; 

Sternly  (he  look’d,  and  ftern  began - 

“  Thy  forrows  ceafe,  complaining  man, 

“  Roufe  thy  weak  foul,  appeafe  thy  moan, 

“  Soon  are  the  clouds  of  fadnefs  gone ; 

“  Tho’  now  in  Grief’s  dark  groves  you  walk, 
“  Where  griefly  fiends  around  you  ftalk, 

“  Beyond,  a  blifsful  city  lies, 

“  Far  from  whofe  gates  each  anguifli  flies : 

“  Take  thou  this  (hield,  which  once  of  yore 
“  Ulyfles  and  Alcides  wore, 

a  Socrates. 
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“  And  which  in  later  days  I  gave 
“  To  Regulus  and  Raleigh  brave  ; 

*•  In  exile  or  in  dungeon  drear 

«*  Their  mighty  minds  could  banilh  fear 3 

“  Thy  heart  no  tenfold  woes  lhall  feel, 

“  ’Twas  Virtue  temper’d  the  rough  fteel, 

“  And,  by  her  heavenly  fingers  wrought, 

“  To  me  the  precious  prefent  brought.” 

ODE  TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

B  V  THE  SAME. 

OThou,  that  to  the  moon-light  vale 
Warbled  oft  thy  plaintive  tale. 

What  time  the  village  murmurs  ceafe. 

And  the  dill  eye  is  hulh’d  to  peace. 

When  now  no  bufy  found  is  heard, 
Contemplation’s  favourite  bird ! 

Chauntrefs  of  Night,  whofe  amorous  fong 
Fird  heard  the  tufted  groves  among, 

Warns  wanton  Mabba  to  begin 
Her  revels  on  the  circled  green. 

Whene’er  by  meditation  led, 

I  nightly  feek  fome  diftan?  mead, 
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A  fiiort  rcpofe  of  cares  to  find, 

And  foothe  my  love-diftra&ed  mind, 

O  fail  not  then,  fvveet  Philomel, 

Thy  fadly-warbled  woes  to  tell  j 

In  fympathetic  numbers  join 

Thy  pangs  of  lucklefs  love  with  mine  ! 

So  may  no  {wain’s  rude  hand  infeft 
Thy  tender  young,  and  rob  thy  neft  ; 
Nor  rmhlefs  fowler’s  guileful  fnare 
Lure  thee  to  leave  the  fields  of  air, 

No  more  to  vilit  vale  or  fnade. 

Some  barbarous  virgin’s  captive  made. 


ODE  TO  A  LADY  WHO  HATES  THE  COUNTRY. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

NOW  Summer,  daughter  of  the  Sun, 

O’er  the  gay  fields  comes  dancing  on. 

And  earth  o’erflows  with  joys  ; 

Too  long  in  routs  and  drawing-rooms, 

The  taflelefs  hours  my  fair  confumes 
’Midft  folly,  flattery,  noife. 
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Come  hear  mild  Zephyr  bid  the  rofe 
Her  balmy-breathing  buds  difclofe, 

Come  hear  the  falling  rill  ; 

Obferve  the  honey-loaded  Bee, 

The  beech-embovver’d  cottage  fee, 

Befide  yon’  Hoping  hill. 

By  Health  awoke  at  early  morn. 

We’ll  brulh  fweet  dews  from  every  thorn, 
And  help  unpen  the  fold  j 
Hence’  to  yon  hollow  oak  we’ll  ftray. 
Where  dwelt,  as  village-fables  fay. 

An  holy  Druid  old. 

Come  wildly  rove  thro’  defart  dales 
To  liften  how  lone  Nightingales 
In  liquid  lays  complain  ; 

Adieu,  the  tender  thrilling  note. 

That  pants  in  Monticelli’s  throat. 

And  Handel’s  ftronger  drain. 

“  Infipid  pleafures  thefe  !  you  cry, 

“  Mull  I  from  dear  affemblies  fly, 

“  To  fee  rude  peafants  toil? 

For  operas  liften  to  a  bird  ? 

“  Shall  b  Sydney’s  fables  be  preferr’d 
“  To  my  fagacious  Hoyle  ? 

fc  Arcadia. 
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O  falfly  fond  of  what  feems  great. 

Of  purple  pomp  and  robes  of  ftate. 

And  all  life’s  tinfel  glare  ! 

Rather  with  humble  violets  bind, 

Or  give  to  wanton  in  the  wind 
Your  length  of  fable  hair. 

Soon  as  you  reach  the  rural  fhade. 

Will  Mirth,  the  fprightly  mountain  maid. 
Your  days  and  nights  attend  ; 

She’ll  bring  fantaftic  Sport  and  Song, 

Nor  Cupid  will  be  abfent  long, 

Your  true  ally  and  friend. 


ODE  TO  SOLITUDE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

THOU,  that  at  deep  dead  of  night 

Walk’ll  forth  beneath  the  pale  moon’s  light, 

In  robe  of  flowing  black  array’d, 

While  cyprefs- leaves  thy  brows  o’erlhadej 
Lillening  to  the  crowing  cock, 

And  the  diftant  founding  clock  ; 

Or  fitting  in  thy  cavern  low, 

Bo’ft  hear  the  bleak  winds  loudly  blow, 
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Or  the  hoarfe  death-boding  owl. 

Or  village  maiftiff’s  wakeful  howl. 
While  through  thy  melancholy  room 
A  dim  lamp  calls  an  awful  gloom  ; 
Thou,  that  on  the  meadow  green. 

Or  daify’d  upland  art  not  feen, 

But  wandering  by  the  dulky  nooks. 
And  the  penfive-falling  brooks. 

Or  near  fome  rugged,  herblefs  rock. 
Where  no  Ihepherd  keeps  his  flock  ! 
Muling  maid,  to  thee  I  come, 

Hating  the  tradeful  city's  hum  ; 

O  let  me  calmly  dwell  with  thee, 
From  noify  mirth  and  buflnefs  free. 
With  meditation  feek  the  Ikies, 

This  folly-fetter' d  world  defpife  ! 
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HOLKHAMc.  a  POEM, 


BY  MR.  POTTER. 

TH  E  lofty  beeches,  and  their  facred  fliade 

O’er  Penlhurlt’s  flower  embroider’d  vale  difplay’d. 
Have  yet  their  glory  :  not  that  Sidney’s  hand 
“  Marlhall’d  in  even  ranks  th’  obfequious  band  j” 

c  A  feat  belonging  to  the  earl  of  Leicefter  in  the  county  of  Norfolk. 
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Or  his  frefh  garlands  in  thefe  bowers  entwin’d, 

Whilft  all  Arcadia  open’d  on  his  mind  : 

Bat  here  fweet  Waller  breath’d  his  amorous  flame, 
And  taught  the  groves  his  Sacharifla's  name  ; 

Here  met  the  Mule,  “  while  gentle  Love  was  by. 
That  tun’d  his  lute,  and  wound  the  firings  fo  high 
Still  with  th’  enraptur’d  ftrains  the  valleys  ring, 

And  the  groves  flourifh  in  eternal  Spring- 

Eternal  Spring  fmiles  in  thofe  green  retreats, 

“  No  more  the  Monarch’s,  flill  the  Mufe’s  feats,” 
Where  crown’d  with  towers  majefiic  Wind  for  Hands, 
And  the  wide  world  beneath  her  feet  commands  : 
Not  that  her  regal  rampires  boaft  the  fame 
Of  each  great  Edward’s,  each  great  Henry’s  name; 
Not  that,  in  days  of  high-atc’niev’d  renown. 

There  Britain’s  Genius  fix’d  his  aweful  throne. 
Encircled  with  that  glorious  blaze  that  fprings 
From  conquer’d  nations,  and  from  captive  kings : 
When  each  proud  trophy  moulders  from  the  wall. 
And  e’en  the  imperial  dome  itfelf  fhall  fall  : 

When  thofe  great  names,  the  Warrior  and  the  Sage,. 
Lie  clouded  in  the  dark  hifloric  page ; 

Then  fhall  the  heaven-born  Mufe  (to  whom  belong 
The  more  than  mortal -making  powers  of  Song) 
Thro’  Time’s  deep  fhades  her  facred  light  difplay. 
And  pour  the  beam  of  Fame’s  eternal  day. 

Queen  of  fweet  numbers  and  melodious  ftrains., 

Jf  j  et  thou  deign  to  vifit  Britain’s  plains ; 
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If  yet  thy  hallow’d  haunts  partake  thy  love. 

Clear  fpring,  enamel’d  vale,  or  bowery  grove  ; 

O  come,  and  range  with  me  th’  afpiring  glades, 

Where  Leicefter  fpreads  the  lawns  and  forms  the  {hades,. 
On  Holkham’s  plains  bid  Grecian  ftruffures  rife, 

And  the  tall  column  {hoot  into  the  fkies  ; 

Beneath  whofe  proud  furvey,  extended  wide. 

New  fcenes,  new  beauties  charm  on  every  fide  : 

Here,  crown'd  with  woods,  the  {haded  hills  afcend, 

In  open  light  there  the  low  vales  extend  ; 

Here  in  rich  harvefts  waves  the  ripen’d  grain, 

And  there  frefh  verdure  deaths  the  paftur’d  plain. 
Sweetly  intermix’d,  and  !ore!v  to  behold. 

As  the  green  emerald  enchas'd  in  gold. 

See  where  the  limpid  lake  thro’  pendant  (hades, 

The  hills  between,  her  liquid  treafures  leads ; 

And  to  the  boughs,  that  fringe  her  crifped  fides. 

Holds  the  clear  mirror  of  her  cryftal  tides  : 

Her  cryftal  tides  reflect  the  waving  feene, 

Their  filvery  furface  darkening  into  green  ; 

As  on  the  fteep  banks,  bending  o’er  the  flood, 

Grotefque  and  wild  up  fprings  th’  o’erfttadovving  wood  j 
Or  the  flope  margent,  with  a  fofter  rife. 

Shade  above  (hade,  and  rank  o’er  rank  fupplies  ; 

The  verdant  bails  of  yon’  champain  mound, 

Its  hallow’d  head  with  God’s  own  temple  crown’d  : 

The  home-bound  mariner  from  far  deferies. 

Emerging  from  the  waves  the.  tall  tower  rife  ; 

S3 
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With  tranfport  bids  the  folemn  ftruflure  hail, 

And  wing’d  for  Britain  fpeeds  the  filing  fail. 

In  nearer  view,  ’midft  the  lawn’s  wide  extent. 
That  gently  fwells  with  an  nnforc’d  afcent. 

In  juft  proportion  riftng  on  the  fight. 

The  ftately  manfion  lifts  its  towery  height. 

And  glitters  o’er  the  groves.  An  oak  beneath. 

That  calls  the  cool  gales  thro’  its  boughs  to  breathe. 
Where  the  fun  darts  his  fervid  rays  in  vain. 

Like  the  great  patriarch  on  Mamre’s  plain 
The  princely  Leicefter  fits  :  the  pageant  pride 
Of  cumbrous  greatnefs  banifh’d  from  his  fide. 

In  thefe  bleft  bowers  he  plans  the  great  defign  ; 

With  heighten’d  charms  bids  modeft  nature  Ihine ; 
Shows  us  magnificence  allied  to  ufe ; 

Tho’  rich,  yet  chafte  ;  tho’  fplendid,  not  profufe  ; 
Calls  forth  each  beauty  that  from  order  fprings ; 
From  its  lov’d  Greece  each  honour’d  Science  brings ; 
O'er  Art’s  fair  train  extends  his  generous  care  j 
And  bids  each  pclifti’d  Grace  inhabit  here. 

Nor  thefe  alone  :  here  Virtue  loves  to  dwell, 

No  cold  reclufe  felf-cavern'd  in  a  cell  ; 

Active  and  warm  £he  breathes  a  noble  part. 

Glows  in  the  breaft,  and  opens  all  the  heart ; 

To  generous  deeds  (he  fires  th’  empafilon'd  mind. 
The  fubftitute  of  heaven  to  blefs  mankind  ; 

She  thro’  defponding  Mifery’s  chearlefs  gloom 
pours  joy,  and  gives  negletted  Worth  to  bloom  3 


She 
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She  in  each  bofom  dills  the  rifing  figh. 

And  wipes  off  every  tear  from  every  eye  ; 

She  to  yon’  alms-houfe,  bofom’d  in  the  grove, 

From  toil  and  cares  bids  Age  and  Want  remove  ; 
There  the  tir’d  eve  of  labour'd  life  to  rell, 

Fed  by  her  hand,  and  by  her  bounty  bled. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  rays  that  round  true  greatnefs  fhine. 
And  thine,  bright  Clifford  !  the  full  blaze  is  thine. 
Bring  the  green  bay,  the  fragrant  myrtle  bring, 

The  violet  glowing  in  the  lap  of  fpring  ; 

Bid  the  fweet  vallies  fend  each  honied  flower, 

Eath  herb,  each  leaf  of  aromatic  power  ; 

The  Mufe’s  hand  lhall  their  mix’d  odours  fpread. 

And  drew  the  ground  where  Clifford  deigns  to.b'ead. 

In  didant  profpedt,  finking  from  the  eye. 

Low  in  the  tufted  dales  the  hamlets  lie  ; 

Where  virgin  Innocence,  and  meek-ey’d  Peace, 

With  calm  Content,  the  draw-roof’d  cottage  blefs: 

And  drong-nerv’d  Indudry  in  pured  flow 

Spreads  o’er  the  vermeil  cheek  Health’s  rofeate  glow. 

More  didant  yet  the  throng’d  commercial  town. 

That  makes  the  wealth  of  other  worlds  her  own. 

Lifts  her  proud  head,  and  fees  with  every  tide 
Rich- freighted  navies  croud  her  harbour’d  fide  : 

Or  bids  the  parting  veffel  fpread  the  fail 
Loofe  to  the  wind,  and  catch  the  rifing  gale: 

Whild  the  vad  ocean,  Albion’s  utmod  bound, 

Rolls  its  broad  wave,  a  world  of  waters,  round. 

S4 
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In  fweet  aflonifhment  th’  impatient  Mind 
Bids  her  free  powers  expatiate  unconfin’d  ; 

From  fcene  to  fcene  in  rapid  progrefs  flies, 

Glances  from  earth  to  feas,  from  feas  to  ikies  ; 

Delights  to  fed  the  great  ideas  roll, 

Swell  on  the  fenfe,  and  fill  up  all  the  foul. 

Not  fuch  the  fcene,  when  o’er  th’  uncultur'd  wild 
No  harvefl  rofe,  no  chearful  verdure  fmil’d  ; 

On  the  bare  hill  no  tree  was  feen  to  fpread 
The  graceful  foliage  of  its  waving  head  ; 

No  breathing  hedge- row  form’d  the  broider’d  bound, 

Nor  hawthorn  bloflom’d  on  th’  unfightly  ground  ; 

Joy  was  not  here  ;  no  bird  of  finer  note 
Pour’d  the  thick  warblings  of  his  dulcet  throat ; 

E’en  Hope  was  fled  ;  and  o’er  the  chearlefs  plain, 

A  wafte  of  fand,  Want  held  her  unblefs’d  reign. 

Lo,  Leicefler  comes  !  Before  his  maflering  hand 
Flies  the  rude  Genius  of  the  (avage  land  ; 

The  ruflet  lawns  a  fudden  verdure  wear  ; 

Starts  from  the  wondering  fields  the  golden  ear  j 
Up  rife  the  waving  woods,  and  hade  to  crown 
The  hill’s  bare  brow,  and  fhade  the  fultry  down  : 

The  flielter’d  traveller  fees,  with  glad  furprife, 

O’er  tracklefs  wilds  th’  extended  rows  arife  ; 

And,  as  their  hofpitable  branches  fpread, 
defies  the  friendly  hand  that  form’d  the  lhade  : 

Joy  blooms  around,  and  chears  the  peafant’s  toil. 

As  fmiling  plenty  decks  the  cultur’d  foil  ; 

The 
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The  brightning  fcenes  a  kinder  Genius  own. 

And  Nature  finilhes  what  Art  begun. 

But  can  the  verfe,  tho’  Philomela  deign 
To  breathe  the  Tweet  notes  thro’  the  warbled  drain  5 
Tho’  every  Mufe  and  every  Grace  Ihould  fmile. 

And  raptures  raife  the  honey-deeped  dyle  ; 

Can  the  verfe  paint  like  Nature  ?  Can  the  power 
That  wakes  to  life  free  Fancy’s  imag’d  dore, 

Boad  charms  like  her’s  ?  or  the  creative  hand 
In  blended  tints  fuch  beauteous  fcenes  command, 

Tho’  learned  Pouflin  gives  each  grace  to  flow. 

And  bright  Lorrair.’s  ethereal  colours  glow  ? 

Yet  peerlefs  is  the  power  of  facred  fong. 

That  burds  in  tranfport  from  the  Mufe’s  tongue : 

And  hark  !  methinks  her  hallow’d  voice  I  hear. 

In  notes  mellifluous  dealing  on  the  ear; 

Now  clearer,  and  yet  clearer  trills  the  drain, 

Swells  thro’  the  grove,  and  melts  along  the  plain. 
f‘  Ye  nymphs,  that  love  to  range  the  lillied  vale, 

“  Where  llreams  the  diver  fount  of  Acidale  ; 

“  Ye,  that  in  Pindus’  laurel’d  groves  abide, 

“  Or  haunt  Cyllene’s  cyprefs-ftiaded  fide  ; 

“  Or  braid  your  fine  wreaths  in  the  pearly  caves, 
f£  Where  fam’d  Ilidus  rolls  his  Attic  waves; 

Whild  the  barbarian’s  rude  unletter’d  race 
(t  Profane  your  grottos,  and  your  bovvers  deface, 

“  See  Leiceder  courts  you  to  th’  Icenian  (hore, 

Studious  your  lorg  lod  honours  to  redore  1 

Se$f 
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c<  See,  the  fair  rival  of  your  native  feats, 

“  Aonian  Holkham  opens  ail  its  fweets ; 

Deign  then,  ye  facred  fillers  !  deign  to  tread 
“  The  rich  embroidery  of  yon  velvet  mead, 

“  As  frefh,  as  lovely  as  your  lilied  vale, 

“  Where  llreams  the  filver  fount  of  Acidale  : 

“  If  old  Cyllene’s  cyprefs-lhaded  bovver, 

“  Or  Pindus’  laurel’d  mount  delight  you  more  j 
“  Go,  fweet  enthufialls  !  foftly-filent  rove 
“  The  lludious  mazes  of  the  twilight  grove  ; 

“  Or,  at  the  foot  of  fome  hoar  elm  reclin’d. 

Wake  the  high  thought  that  fwells  the  raptur’d  mind 
“  Or  penfive  liften  to  the  folemn  roar 
“  Of  whitening  billows  breaking  on  the  (hore  : 

“  If  the  majeftic  domes,  whofe  towery  pride 
“  Glitter  o’er  fam’d  IlilTus’  Attic  tide, 

“  Your  Heps  detain  ;  yon’  princely  ftruflure  view, 

“  Grac'd  with  each  finer  art  your  Athens  knew  ! 

“  Each  finer  art  to  juft  perfection  brought, 

“  All  that  Vitruvius  and  Palladio  thought ; 

“  The  trophied  arch  ;  the  porphyry-pilJar’d  hall  ; 

“  The  fculptur’d  forms  that  breathe  along  the  wall ; 

“  Lyccean  Pan  ;  the. faun’s  Arcadian  race  ; 

“  The  huntrefs-queen's  inimitable  grace; 

“  Athenian  Pallas  clad  in  radiant  arms  ; 

“  Heaven’s  emprefs  confcious  of  her  flighted  charms  ; 

«<  Your  own  Apollo,  on  whofe  polifh’d  brow 
“  Youth  blooms,  and  grace,  and  candor’s  brightning  glow  ; 

“  Gods, 
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“  Gods,  heroes,  fages,  an  illuftrious  train, 

“  Court  you  to  Holkham’s  confecrated  plain. 
f‘  Halle  then,  ye  facred  fillers  !  hafte,  and  bring 
“  The  laurel  fteep’d  in  the  Caftalian  fpring  ; 

On  the  choice  bough  a  purer  fragrance  breathe, 

“  And  twine  for  Leicefter’s  brow  th’  unfading  wreath,11 
She  ceas’d  the  raptur’d  llrain;  and  dear  to  fame, 
flows  the  proud  verfe  infcrib’d  with  Leiceller’s  name. 


THE  POOR  MAN’S  PRAYER. 

WRITTEN  I766.  ADDRESSED  TO  THE  EARL  OF  CHATHAM. 

AMIDST  the  more  important  tolls  of  Hate, 

The  counfels  labouring  in  thy  patriot  foul,] 

Tho’  Europe  from  thy  voice  expedl  her  fate, 

And  thy  keen  glance  extend  from  pole  to  pole  ; 

O  Chatham,  nurs’d  in  ancient  Virtue’s  lore. 

To  thefe  fad  lirains  incline  a  favouring  ear  $ 

Think  on  the  God,  whom  thou,  and  I  adore. 

Nor  turn  unpitying  from  the  poor  man’s  prayer. 

Ah  me  1  how  blefl  was  once  a  peafant’s  life  ! 

No  lawlefs  palfion  fwell’d  my  even  bread  ; 

Far  from  the  Itormy  waves  of  civil  llrife, 

Sound  were  my  flumbers,  and  mj  heart  at  reft. 


. — ... .....  - — .J. — ..... .... 
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I  ne’er  for  guilty,  painful  pleafures  rov’d. 

But  taught  by  Nature,  and  by  choice  to  wed. 

From  all  the  hamlet  cull’d  whom  belt  I  lov’d. 

With  her  I  ftaid  my  heart,  with  her  my  bed. 

To  gild  her  worth  I  afk’d  no  wealthy  power. 

My  toil  could  feed  her,  and  my  arm  defend  ; 

In  youth,  or  age,  in  pain,  or  pleafure’s  hour. 

The  fame  fond  hulband,  father,  brother,  friend. 

And  fhe,  the  faithful  partner  of  my  care. 

When  ruddy  evening  ftreak’d  the  weftern  Iky, 

Look’d  towards  the  uplands,  if  her  mate  was  there. 
Or  thro’  the  beech-wood  call  an  anxious  eye. 

Then,  careful  matron,  heap’d  the  maple  board 
With  favoury  herbs,  and  pick’d  the  nicer  part 

From  fuch  plain  food  as  Nature  could  afford, 

Ere  fimple  Nature  was  debauch’d  by  Art. 

While  I,  contented  with  my  homely  cheer, 

Saw  round  my  knees  my  prattling  children  play  ; 

And  oft  with  pleas’d  attention  fat  to  hear 
The  little  hiftcry  of  their  idle  day. 

But  ah  !  how  chang'd  the  fcene  !  On  the  cold  ftones, 
Where  wont  at  night  to  blaze  the  chearful  fire. 

Pale  Famine  fits  and  counts  her  naked  bones, 

Still  fighs  for  food,  Hi!!  pines  with  vain  defire. 


My 
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My  faithful  wife  with  ever-ftreaming  eyes 
Hangs  on  my  bofom  her  dejeded  head  ; 

My  helplefs  infants  raife  their  feeble  cries, 

And  from  their  father  claim  their  daily  bread. 

Dear  tender  pledges  of  my  honeft  love, 

On  that  bare  bed  behold  your  brother  lie  ; 

Three  tedious  days  with  pinching  want  he  ftrove. 

The  fourth,  I  faw  the  helplefs  cherub  die. 

Nor  long  (hall  ye  remain.  With  vifage  four 
Our  tyrant  lord  commands  us  from  our  home  ; 

And  arm’d  with  cruel  Law's  coercive  power, 

Bids  me  and  mine  o’er  barren  mountains  roam. 

Yet  never,  Chatham,  have  I  pafs’d  a  day 
In  Riot’s  orgies,  or  in  idle  eafe  ; 

Ne’er  have  I  facrific’d  to  fport  and  play. 

Or  wilh’d  a  pamper’d  appetite  to  pleafe, 

» 

Hard  was  my  fare,  and  conftant  was  my  toil. 

Still  with  the  morning’s  orient  light  I  rofe, 

Fell’d  the  flout  oak,  or  rais’d  the  lofty  piie. 

Parch’d  in  the  fun,  in  dark  December  froze. 

Is  it  that  Nature  with  a  niggard  hand 

Witholds  her  gifts  from  thefe  once  favour’d  plains  ? 

Has  God,  in  vengeance  to  a  guilty  land. 

Sent  Dearth  and  Famine  to  her  labouring  fwains  ? 


Ah 
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Ah  no ;  yen  hill,  where  daily  fweats  ray  brow, 

A  thoufand  flocks,  a  thoufand  herds  adorn  j 

Von  field,  where  late  I  drove  the  painful  plow, 

Feels  all  her  acres  crown’d  with  wavy  corn. 

But  what  avails  that  o’er  the  furrow’d  foil 
In  Autumn’s  heat  the  yellow  harvefts  rife. 

If  artificial  want  elude  my  toil, 

Untafted  plenty  wound  my  craving  eyes  ? 

What  profits,  that  at  diftance  I  behold 

My  wealthy  neighbour’s  fragrant  fmoke  afeend, 

If  ftiil  the  griping  cormorants  withold 

The  fruits  which  rain  and  genial  feafons  fend  ? 

If  thofe  fell  vipers  of  the  public  weal 
Yet  unrelenting  on  our  bowels  prey ; 

If  Hill  the  curie  of  penury  we  feel. 

And  in  the  midft  of  plenty  pine  away  ? 

In  every  port  the  veflel  rides  fecure, 

That  wafts  our  harveft  to  a  foreign  fhore  ; 

While  w'e  the  pangs  of  preffing  want  endure. 

The  fons  of  ftrangers  riot  on  our  Itore. 

O  generous  Chatham,  flop  thofe  fatal  fails, 

Once  more  with  out-ftretch’d  arm  thy  Britons  fave  ; 

The  unheeding  crew  but  wait  for  favouring  gales, 

O  flop  them,  ere  they  ftera  Italia's  wave. 


1 
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From  thee  alone  I  hope  for  inftant  aid, 

’Tis  thou  alone  canft  fave  my  childrens  breath  j 

O  deem  not  little  of  our  cruel  meed, 

O  hafte  to  help  us,  for  delay  is  death. 

So  may  nor  Spleen,  nor  Envy  blaft  thy  name. 

Nor  voice  profane  thy  patriot  adls  deride; 

Still  may’ll:  thou  hand  the  firft  in  honeft  fame, 
Unftungby  Folly,  Vanity,  or  Pride. 

So  may  thy  languid  limbs  with  ftrength  be  brac’d. 
And  glowing  Health  fupport  thy  adlive  foul ; 

With  fair  renown  thy  public  virtue  grac’d, 

Far  as  thou  bad’ll  Britannia’s  thunder  roll. 

Then  joy  to  thee,  and  to  thy  children  peace. 

The  grateful  hind  lhall  drink  from  Plenty’s  horn  : 

And  while  they  (hare  the  cultur’d  land’s  increafe. 
The  poor  lhall  blefs  the  day  when  Pitt  was  born. 


FIVE 
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FIVE  PASTORAL^  ECLOGUE  S. 


ECLOGUE  I. 


LUCAS  AND  ALPBOS, 


A  L  P  H  O  N. 

RISE,  my  Lycas:  in  yon’ woody  wilds 


J.  From  a  rough  rock  in  deep  enclofure  hid 
Of  thickeft  oaks,  a  gulhing  fountain  falls. 

And  pours  its  airy  ftream  with  torrent  pure  : 

Which  late  returning  from  the  field  at  eve 
I  found,  invited  by  its  dalhing  found. 

As  thro’  the  gloom  it  ftruck  my  palling  ear. 

Thither  I  mean  to  drive  our  languid  flocks; 

Fit  place  to  cool  their  thirft  in  mid-day  hour. 

Due  weft  it  riles  from  that  blafted  beech  ; 

The  way  but  fnort : — come,  Lycas,  rouze  thy  dog  ; 
Let  us  be  gone. 


LYCAS. 


Alas,  my  friend,  of  flock. 

Of  fpring,  or  Ihepherd  s  lore,  to  me  is  vain 
To  tell :  my  favourite  lamb,  the  folace  dear 
Of  thefe  grey  locks,  my  fweet  and  foie  delight. 
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Is  fnatch’d  by  cruel  fate  !  An  armed  band, 

On  neighing  deeds  elate,  in  wide  array 
Trampled  the  youngling,  as  the  vale  along 
At  eve  they  pafs’d,  beneath  their  whelming  march. 

A  l  p  h  o  N. 

Such  throng  I  heard,  as  in  the  neighbouring  wood 
I  wander’d  to  reduce  a  draggling  ewe 
Efcap’d  the  fold :  what  time  the  griedy  owl 
Her  flirieks  began,  and  at  the  wonted  elm 
The  cows  awaiting  dood  Lucilla’s  hand. 

When  drait  with  fudden  fear  alarm’d  I  dart. 

And  lidening  to  the  didant- echoing  deps 
Of  unfeen  horfemen  with  attentive  ear, 

I  dand  aloof.  But  why  this  deep-felt  grief? 

Merits  fuch  lofs  thefe  tears  and  black  defpair  ? 

l  y  c  a  s. 

Alphon,  no  more  to  Lycas  now  remains, 

Since  he  my  lad  and  lated  care  is  loft  I 
Thou  know’d  my-  little  dock  ;  three  tender  ewes 
Were  all  my  mean  ambition  wifti’d  or  fought. 

Even  now  nine  days,  and  nine  revolving  nights 
Are  pad,  fince  thefe  the  Moldaw’s  raging  dood 
Swept  with  their  wattled  cotes,  as  o’er  its  banks 
It  rofe  redundant,  fwoln  with  beating  rains. 

And  deep  immers'd  beneath  its  whirling  wave. 

I  wak’d  at  early  dawnr  and  to  the  field 
I  iflu'd  to  purfue  my  wonted  toil, 

When  lo  !  nor  flocks,  nor  wattled  cotes  I  faw  ; 
Vol.  II.  T 


But 


(  274  ) 

But  all  that  ir.et  ray  wondering  eyes  around. 

Was  defolatior  fad.  Here  fiatdieft  oaks 
Torn  from  their  roots,  with  broken  branches  lay 
In  hideous  ruin  :  there  the  fields,  that  laugh’d 
With  ripening  corn,  of  a’l  their  charms  defpoil’d. 
With  oozy  fragments  fcatter’d  wafte  and  wild 
Were  feen  I  curd  the  wicked  Spirit  drear, 

That  in  the  ruin’d  abbey’s  darkeft  cell, 

(That  Hands  immur'd  amid  yon'  lonefome  piles) 

I  bound  with  triple  chains  :  his  magic  power 
Oft-times  with  howling  dorms,  and  thunder  loud. 
Deforms  the  night,  and  blackens  Nature’s  face. 

His  tempeds  fwdl’d  the  Moldaw’s  riling  dreams. 
And  thus  o’erwhelm'd  my  flock. — But  this  my  heart 
Had  learn'd  to  bear  ;  at  length  to  Comfort’s  voice 
It  had  obey’d,  and  all  its  woes  forgot ; 

When  ah  !  too  foon  returning  woes  invade 
My  bread,  juft  rifing  from  its  former  flroke  ; 

When  this,  the  foie  furviver  of  my  flock, 

Follows  his  loft  companions ;  while  a  wretch 
I  here  remain,  deferted  and  forlorn  ! 

He  too  had  dy’d  beneath  the  whelming  furge, 

Had  not  the  flielter  of  my  low- roof'd  cott 
That  fatal  night  preferv’d  him  ;  where  at  eve 
1  hap’iy  plac’d  him  with  providing  care, 

Left  the  fell  dorm,  which  yet  from  fouthern  clouds 
Threaten'd  deftruclion,  and  to  lour  began, 

Might  violate  his  tender -blooming  age. 


ALPHON. 


I 
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A  L  P  H  O  N. 

With  piteous  eye,  and  fympathizing  heart, 

Thy  tears  I  view. — Thefe  fcenes  of  war  and  blood, 
The  calm  repofe  of  every  field  invade  ! 

Myfelf  had  fallen  a  victim  to  their  rage, 

As  in  deep  dead  of  night  my  cave  beneath 
I  lay  difl’olv’d  in  fleep,  with  warning  voice 
Had  not  my  dog  alarm’d  with  wondering  ear. 

When  ftraight  approach’d  the  cave  a  favage  throng 
With  barbarous  arms,  and  habit  fierce  and  wild, 
With  ftern  demeanour  and  defying  look 
Terrify  ;  which  the  moon’s  pale  glimmering  rays 
Prefented  to  my  fight,  as  in  the  boughs, 

Clofe  Ihrouded,  of  a  neighbouring  pine  {  fat 
(Where  fudden  fear  had  driven  me  to  evade 
Impending  fate,  unconfcious  and  amaz’d) 

Secure,  but  trembling,  and  in  chilly  damps 
My  limbs  bedew'd. — Themonflers  as  they  pair. 
With  dire  confufion  all  the  cavern  fill’d  ; 

Hurl’d  to  the  ground  my  fcrip,  and  beechen  cup, 
Difpers’d  the  fliaggy  fkins  that  form  my  bed, 

And  o’er  the  trampled  floor  had  fcatter’d  wide 
A  hoard  of  choice!!  chefnuts,  which  I  cull’d 
With  nice-difcerning  care,  and  haddefign’d 
A  prefent  to  my  beauteous  Rofalind. 

Alas  !  with  them  her  love  had  been  obtain’d. 

And  me  to  Myron  ihe  had  then  preferr’d ! 

T  2 
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L  Y  C  0  N. 

Shepherd,  on  thee  has  Fortune  kir.dly  fmil’d  j 
Tis  mine  to  feel  her  grief  infli&ing  hand  ! 

Alas !  each  objeft  that  I  view  around 
Recalls  my  perifh’d  darling  to  my  fight, 

And  mocks  me  with  his  lofs  !  See  there  the  Ipring 
Where  oft  he  wont  to  flake  his  eager  thirft  ! 

And  there  the  beech,  beneath  whole  breezy  lhade 
He  lov’d  to  lie,  clofe  covert  from  the  fun  ! 

See  yet  the  bark  fmocth-worn  and  bare  remains. 
Where  oft  the  youngling  rubb'd  his  tender  fide  ! 
Ah  !  what  avail’d  my  care,  and  forelight  vain  ? 
That  day  he  fell  opprefs’d  by  whelming  fteeds. 
This  hand  had  built  a  bower  of  thickeft  boughs 
Compos’d,  and  wove  with  intermingling  leaves. 
Impervious  to  the  fun  ;  and  ftrew’d  the  floor 
With  choice!!  hay,  that  in  the  fecret  lhade 
He  might  repofe,  nor  feel  the  dog-ftar’s  beam  ! 
But  why  this  fad,  repeated  track  of  woe 
I  ftill  purfue  ?  Farevvel,  my  Alphon  dear. 

To  diftant  fields,  and  pailures  will  I  go, 

Where  impious  War,  and  Difcord,  nurfe  of  blood. 
Shall  ne’er  profane  the  filence  of  the  groves. 


ECLOGU* 
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ECLOGUE  IE 


AC  IS  AND  ALCYON 


A  C  I  S. 

HILE  in  the  bofom  of  this  deep  recefs 


The  voice  of  war  has  loft  its  madding  ftiouts. 


Let  us  improve  the  tranfient  hour  of  peace, 

Arrd  calm  our  troubled  minds  with  mutual  fongsj 
While  this  recefs  confpiring  with  the  Mufe 
Invites  to  peaceful  thoughts ;  this  cavern  deep. 
And  thefe  tall  pines  that  nodding  from  the  rock 
Wave  o’er  its  mouth  their  umbrage  black,  and  caft 
A  venerable  gloom,  with  this  dear  fount 
That  c'ieaves  the  riven  ftone,  and  fills  the  cave 
With  hollow-tinkling  founds.  R.epeat  the  fong 
Which  late,  Alcyon,  from  thy  mouth  I  heard. 

As  to  the  fpring  we  drove  our  thirfting  flocks ; 

It  tells  the  charms  of  grateful  Evening  mild  : 

Begin,  Alcyon  :  Acis  in  return 

Shall  fing  the  praifes  of  the  dawning  Morn. 


ALCYON 


Behind  the  hills  when  fxnhs  the  weftern  fun. 

And  'ailing  dews  breathe  fragrance  thro’  the  air, 
Refrefliing  every  field  with  coolnefs  mild  : 


Thea 


(  J/8  ! 

Then  let  me  walk  the  twilight  meadows  green, 

Or  breezy  up -lands,  near  thick-branching  elms, 

While  the  ftill  landfcape  fooths  my  foul  to  reft, 

And  every  care  fubfides  to  calqaeft  peace  : 

The  mills  flow-riling  from  the  rivers  dank, 

The  woods  fcarce  ftirring  at  the  whifpering  wind. 

The  ftreaky  clouds,  that  tinge  their  darken’d  tops 
With  rufl'et  hues,  and  fainter  gleams  of  light. 

The  folitude  that  all  around  becalms 
The  peaceful  air,  confpire  to  wrap  my  foul 
In  muiings  mild:  and  nought  the  folemn  fcene 
And  the  ftill  filence  breaks,  but  diftant  founds 
Of  bleating  flocks,  that  to  their  deftin'd  fold 
The  Ihepherd  drives ;  mean  time  the  flirill-tun’d  bell 
Of  fome  lone  ewe  that  wanders  from  the  reft. 

Tinkles  far  ofr,  with  folitary  found  : 

The  lowing  cows  that  wait  the  milker’s  hand. 

The  cottage- maftifFs  bark,  the  joyous  Ihouts 
Of  fwains  that  meet  to  wreftle  on  the  green, 

Are  heard  around.  But  ah  !  flnce  rnthlefs  war 
Has  ravag’d  in  thefe  fields,  fo  tranquil  once, 

Too  oft  alas,  the  din  of  clafhing  arms 
And  difcord  fell  difturbs  the  fofter  fcene  ! 

Thy  fvveet  approach  delights  the  wearied  ox. 

While  in  Icofe  traces  from  the  furrow’d  field 
He  comes:  thy  dawn  the  weary  reaper  loves, 

Who  long  had  fainted  in  the  mid-day  fun, 

Pleas’d  with  the  cooler  hour,  along  the  vale 

Whiiliing 
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Whittling  he  home  returns  to  kifs  his  babes. 

With  joyful  heart,  his  labour’s  fweet  reward  1 
But  ah  !  what  hidden  fears  amaze  his  foul. 

When  near  approaching,  all  before  he  fees 
His  lowly  cottage  and  the  village  ’round 
Swept  into  ruin  by  the  hand  of  war, 

Difpers'd  his  children,  and  his  much-lov’d  wife. 

No  more  to  glad  his  breaft  with  home  felt-joys  1 
I  too,  when  in  my  wattled  cotes  are  laid 
My  fupping  flock,  rejoice  to  meet  my  dear. 

My  fair  Lauretta,  at  the  wonted  oak  ; 

Or  haply  as  her  miking-pail  fhe  bears 
Returning  from  the  field,  to  eafe  her  arm, 

(Sweet  office  !)  and  impart  my  aiding  hand  ! 

Thy  charms  (O  beauteous  Evening  !)  ffiall  be  fung;. 
As  long  as  thefe  tall  pines  fhall  wave  their  heads, 

Or  this  clear  fountain  cleave  the  riven  ftone  ! 

A  C  I  S, 

Sweet  are  the  dews  of  Eve  ;  her  fragrance  fweet ; 
Sweet  are  the  pine-topt  hills  at  fultry  noon  ; 

Sweet  is  the  fhelter  of  the  friendly  grot 
To  Iheep,  and  fhepherd,  at  impending  ftorms ; 

But  ah  !  lefs  fweet  the  fragrant  dews  of  Eve  ; 

Lefs. fweet  the  pine-topt  hills  at  fultry  noon  ; 

Lefs  fweet  the  fhelter  of  the  friendly  grots. 

Than  when  (he  rifing  fun  with  rofy  beam 
Peeps  o’er  the  village-top,  and  o’er  the  fields, 

The  woods,  the  hills,  the  ftreams,  and  level  meads. 


Scatters 
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Scatters  bright  fplendors  and  difiiSre  joy  ' 

A;  to  his  loci:  tie  ihepberi  :£ue*  forth. 

Printing  new  footaler-s  in  the  dewy  vale. 

Each  object  of  the  joyous  fcene  around 
Vernal  delight  infpires,  and  glads  his  heart. 
Unknowing  of  the  cauie,  with  new-felt  glee ! 

The  channt  of  early  birds  on  every  both. 

The  fteaming  odours  of  the  freth-blcvvn  dowers - 

A  L  C  Y  O  N. 

Ceafe,  Acis,  cease  thy  focg  : - from  yonder  hill, 

Uhvcfe  lofty  tides  iaclofe  this  fecre:  feat. 

Oar  fecks,  that  graze  along  its  verdurous  brow. 
Tumultuous  rath,  as  itruck  with  fudaen  f  ight :  ^ 

Ana  hark,  methinks  I  hear  the  deathfni  Tends 
Of  war  approaching,  and  its  thunders  roar  ! 

ACIS. 

ITir.d  heaven  preferve  my  wife  and  children  dear  ! 

Alas  !  I  fear  the  found,  that  louder  new 
Swells  in  the  wind,  and  comes  with  feller  din. 

Is  near  mv  cottage  ;  which,  thou  knows!,  rry  friend. 
Stands  at  the  fnrinn.  that  hikes  from  beneath 

j.  - 

That  riling  hill,  fait  by  the  branching  elm 

A  n  C  YON. 

See,  tee,  my  friend,  what  darkfome  Vires  arife 
Of  wreathing  fmoak,  and  blacken  all  the  iky  ! — 
Nearer  and  nearer  comes  the  threatening  voice, 

Ana  more  didf  ngniihfd  ftrikea  our  trembling  ear  : 


Eat 
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But  lo !  the  foes  advance  above  the  hill  ; 

]  fee  their  glittering  arms  begin  to  gleam  ! 

Come  let  us  flie,  and  in  the  de'epeft-r.ook. 

The  inmoft  cavern  of  this  winding  grott, 

Clofe  (hroud  ourfelves,  left  in  the  generr.l  dream 
Of  thoufands  thronging  down,  we  fall  oppreft. 


ECLOGUE  III. 

HEN  fable  midnight  on  the  fields  and  woods 


*  »  Had  fpread  her  mantle  dark,  then  wander’d  forth 
The  penli've  Alccn,  and  the  bofom  deep 
Of  a  wild  wood  with  foiitary  ftcps, 

There  to  lament  his  wretched  fate,  he  fought. 

Him,  late  as  o’er  the  vale  at  coming  eve 
Joyful  he  walk’d  with  his  Lucilla  dear, 

A  foldier  ftern  advancing  on  his  fteed, 

Pvobb’d  of  his  love,  and  tore  the  beauteous  maid 
With  brutal  hand  from  his  contending  arms. 

Weeping  in  vain,  and  ihrieking  for  his  aid, 

And  frowning  bore  the  precious  prize  away. 

The  wood,  whofe  (hades  the  plaintive  (hepherd  fought. 
Was  dark  and  pathlefs,  and  by  neighbouring  feet 
Long  time  untrod  :  for  there  in  ancient  days  . 

Two  knights  of  bold  emprife,  and  high  renown. 

Met  in  fierce  combat,  to  d.fpute  the  prize 


of 
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Of  beaaty  bright,  v/hofe  valiant  arm  Ihould  win 
A  virgin  fair,  whofe  fair-emblazon’d  charms 
With  equal  love  had  fmote  their  rival  breaks. 

The  knight  who  fell  beneath  the  viftor’s  fvvcrd, 

Tjnhears’d  and  refllefs,  from  that  fatal  day 
Wanders  the  hated  lhades,  a  fpedtre  pale  ; 

And  each  revolving  night,  are  heard  to  found 
Far  from  the  inmoll  bovver  of  the  deep  wood. 

Loud  fhrieks,  and  hollow  groans,  and  rattling  chains. 

When  the  dark  fecrets  of  the  grove  he  gain’d, 

Beneath  an  ancient  oak  his  weary  limbs 
He  laid  adown,  and  thus  to  plain  began. 

This  midnight  deep  to  plaintive,  love  accords  ; 

This  lonefome  filence,  and  thefe  hideous  lhades, 

That  in  this  darkfome  hour  I  dare  to  tread, 

And  all  the  horrors  of  this  fearful  place, 

Will  fuit  a  wretch,  abandon'd  to  defpair  !  — 

But  ah  1 - what  means  this  fudden  fear,  that  creeps 

In  chilly  fweat3  o’er  all  my  trembling  limbs  r — 

What  hollow  whifpering  founds  are  thofe  I  hear 

From  yonder  glade  r - Do  not  J  hear  his  voice  ? 

Does  not  the  knight,  that  in  thefe  lhades  was  Train, 

Call  me  to  come,  and  beckon  with  his  hand  ? 

Do  not  I  fee  his  vifior.ary  fvvord 

Wav’d  in  bright  circles  thro’  the  murky  air  ? — 

Does  not  he  point  his  wounds  ? - Be  Hill,  my  fears  : 

’Tis  vain  illufion  all,  and  phantaiie. 

Tihefe  fears  my  love-dillemper’d  biain  fuggells  : 

Alas, 
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Alas,  they  will  not  biing  me  back  my  love!  — 
Who  now,  perhaps,  amid  the  thronging  camp 
On  earth’s  cold  bread  reclines  her  weary  head, 
A  helplefs  virgin,  fubjed  to  the  will 
Of  each  rude  ravifher,  and  dillant  far 
From  her  dear  Alcon,  and  her  native  fields. -- 
Ill  will  the  hard fliips  of  inclement  Ikies 
Suit  with  her  tender  limbs  ;  the  various  toils 
Of  painful  marches ;  her  unwonted  cars 
How  bear  thetiumper,  and  the  founds  of  war: 
This  taik  is  hard  indeed' — but  foon,  alas ! 

At  will  her  favage  lord  may  call  her  off. 

And  leave  her  to  fucceeding  fcenes  of  woe  ! 

I  fee  my  dear  Lucilia,  once  my  own. 

Naked  and  hungry,  tread  the  penlive  Heps 
Of  Defolation,  doom’d  to  wander  o’er, 

Helplefs  and  vagabond,  the  friendlefs  earth  ! 

I  hear  her  figh  for  Alcon  and  her  home; 

And  afk  for  bread  at  feme  proud  palace-gate 
With  unavailing  voice  !  This  toilfome  feene, 
Alas,  how  different  from  the  fmoother  paths 
Of  rural  life  my  dear  was  wont  to  tread  ! 

Forth  to  the  field  to  bear  the  milking-pail 
Was  all  her  wont  ;  to  mead  the  tedded  grafs. 

To  tend  her  father’s  flock,  beneath  the  oak 
To  fnatch  her  dinner  fweet,  and  on  the  green 
With  the  companions  of  her  age  to  fport ! 

In  vain  I  now  exped  the  coming  on 
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Of  dew-bath' ’d  Eve,  to  meet  my  wonted  love; 

No  more  I  hear  the  wcod-girt  vailies  ring 
With  her  blythe  voice,  that  oft  has  bled  mine  ear, 
As  in  the  diilant  flrade  I  fat  unfeen  ; 

No  more  I  meet  her  at  the  wonted  fpring, 

Where  each  revolving  noon  fhe  daily  went 

To  fill  her  pitcher  with  the  cryflal  flood  ! - 

If  in  her  native  fields  the  hand  of  death 

Had  {hatch'd  her  from  my  arms,  I  could  have  born 

The  fatal  lh:ck  with  lefs  repining  heart ; 

For  then  1  could  have  had  one  parting  kifs ; 

I  could  have  ftrewn  her  hearfe  with  faireft  flowers. 

And  paid  the-laft  fad  office  to  my  dear  ! - 

Return,  my  fweet  Lucilla,  to  my  arms  ; 

At  thy  return,  all  Nature  will  rejoice- 
Together  will  we  walk  the  verdant  vales, 

A.nd  mingle  fweet  difcourfe  with  kifles  fweet. 

Come,  I  will  climb  for  thee  the  knotted  oak, 

To  rob  the  flock-dove  of  his  feathery  young; 

Til  flievv  thee  where  the  fofeeft  cowflips  fpring, 
And  cluflering  nuts  their  laden  branches  bend  ; 
Together  will  we  tafie  the  dews  of  morn  ; 

Together  feek  the  grotts  at  fultry  noon  ; 

Together  from  the  field  at  eve  return. - - 

What  have  I  faid  ?  what  painted  fcer.es  of  blifs 
f.-Jy  vain  imagination  ha;  difplay’d  ! 

Alas,  file’s  gone,  ah,  never  to  return  ! 

Farewell  my  pallors!  pipe,  and  my  dear  flock; 
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'  Farewell  my  faithful  dog  ;  my  ouce-lcv’d  haunts 
Farewell  j  or  cave,  or  fountain,  or  freth  lhade, 
Farewell;  and  thou,  my  low  roof’d  coit,  farewell! 
Here  will  I  lie,  and  tilled  wolves,  that  roam 
This  favage  foreft,  (hall  devour  my  limbs, 

Unwept,  unburied,  in  a  place  unknown  !” 


ECLOGUE  IV. 

M  VC  ON  AND  PH  1  LANTHES. 

M  Y  C  O  N. 

WELCOME,  Philanthes,  to  thy  native  fields; 

Thrice  three  revolving  moons  are  gone  and  pail. 
Since  fird  you  parted  from  your  father's  cott, 

To  drive  to  paltures  far  remote  your  flock. 

Since  that,  alas,  how  oft  has  favage  war 
Difturb'd  our  dwellings,  and  defac'd  our  fields. 

PHILANTHES. 

Mycon,  each  objedt  that  I  view  around 
Speaks  ruin  and  deduction.  See,  my  friend, 

The  ancient  wood,  whofe  venerable  (hades 
So  oft  have  flicker’d  us  from  noon-day  funs; 

So  oft  have  echo’d  to  the  lowing  heids. 

That  fed  wide-wandering  in  the  neighbouring  vales, 

The  foldicr’s  ax  has  leveli’d  with  the  ground. 

And 
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And  to  the  fun  expos'd  Us  darkfome  bowers  : 

The  aidant  villages,  and  blue-topt  hills. 

The  far-dretch'd  meads  appear,  and  meet  mine  eve's. 
That  erft  were  intercepted  by  the  grove. 

1.1  Y  C  O  N. 

How  is  the  wonted  face  of  ail  things  chang'd  ! 

Thofe  trees,  by  whofe  afpiring  tops  we  knew 
The  fun’s  afcent  a:  noon,  unerring  mark. 

No  more  are  feer.  to  tell  the  coming  hour. 

Ho  w  naked  does  the  winding  rill  appear, 

Whofe  banks  its  pendant  umbrage  deep-imbrown’d. 
And  far-iavefted  with  its  arborous  roof. 

As  by  its  fide  it  roll'd  its  fecret  freams ! 

How  oft,  alas  !  thofe  fhaaowy  banks  along 
Clcfe  folitude  I)  my  Rofalind  and  I 
Have  walk’d  in  converle  fweet,  and  link’d  in  love  ! 
But  tell  me,  dear  Philantbes,  are  the  fields. 

Widen  late  you  left,  like  ours  by  war  oppreft, 

Alike  in  tumult  and  confufion  wrapt  ? 

PHILAXTHtS. 

i.Ivcon,  I'll  tell  thee  wonders  paf;  belief. 

It  happ'd  one  morn,  when  find  the  dawnifcg  fan 
Began  to  cheat  the  light-enliven’d  earth, 

Caught  with  io  bright  a  feene,  I  fought  the  fields 
Eefore  my  wonted  hour,  2nd  roving  wide 
Among  the  vales,  the  villages  and  woods, 

Where’er  my  fiaDcy  led,  or  pieafure  call’d, 

I  chanc'd  upon  a  neighbouring  hill  to  ftray. 


To 


To  view  the  glittering  profpeft  from  its  top 
Of  the  broad  Rhine,  that  roll’d  his  waves  beneath. 

Amid  the  level  of  extended  meads  ; 

When  d  lo  !  ere  yet  I  gain'd  its  lofty  brow. 

The  found  of  dafhing  floods,  and  dafhing  arms. 

And  neighing  Heeds,  confufive  ftruck  mine  ear. 

Studious  to  know  what  .tumult  was  at  hand, 

With  ftep  adventurous  I  advanc’d,  and  gain'd 
With  timorous  care  and  cautious  ken  its  top. 

Sudden  a  burfl:  of  brightnefs  fmote  my  fight. 

From  arms,  and  all  th’  imblazonrie  of  war 
Reflefted  far,  while  fteeds,  and  men,  and  arms 
Seem’d  floating  wide,  and  flreteh’d  in  vaflr  array 
O  'er  the  broad  bofom  of  the  big-fwoln  flood. 

That  daflring  roll’d  its  beamy  waves  between. 

The  banks  promifeuous  fwarm’d  with  thronging  troops  j 
Thefe  on  the  flood  embarking,  thole  appear’d 
Crowding  the  adverfe  fhore,  already  paft. 

All  was  confufion,  all  tumultuous  din. 

I  trembled  as  I  look'd,  tho’  far  above. 

And  in  one  blaze  their  arms  were  blended  bright 
With  the  broad  flream,  while  all  the  gliflening  feene 
The  morn  illum’d,  and  in  one  fplendor  clad. 

Struck  at  the  fight,  I  left  with  headlong  hafle 
The  fteep-brow’a  hill,  and  o’er  th’  extended  vales, 

d  It  may  be  feppofed  that  in  thefe  lines  the  Ihephe.rd  is  giving  an  account 
of  Prince  Chades’s  palling  the  Rhine, 
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The  wood-girt  lawns  I  ran,  nor  flack’d  my  pace, 
Till  at  my  flock  thick-panting  I  arriv’d. 

And  drove  far  olf,  beneath  adeep-arch’d  cave. 
Bet  come,  my  friend,  inform  me  in  return. 

Since  this  my  abfence  what  has  here  fell  out. 

m  y  c  o  n  . 

Doll  thou  remember  at  the  river  fide 
That  folitary  convent,  all  behind 

Hid  by  the  covert  of  a  mantling  wood  ? - 

One  right,  when  all  was  wrapt  in  darknefs  deep, 
An  armed  troop,  on  rage  and  rapine  bent, 

Pour’d  o'er  the  fields  and  ravag’d  all  they  met  j 
Kcr  did  that  facred  pile  efcape  their  arms, 

V.  hole  walls  the  murderous  Lana  to  ruin  fivept, 
And  fill’d  its  caverns  deep  with  armed  throngs 
Gie.’dy  of  fpoil,  aad  match’d  their  treafures  old 
From  their  dark  feats:  the  (hri eking  fillers  fled 
Dispers’d  and  naked  thro’  the  fields  and  woods 
While  fable  night  conceal’d  their  wandering  Heps. 
Pan  in  ray  raofs-grovvn  cottage  Hr slter  fought. 
Which  haply  fcap'd  their  rage,  in  fccret  glade 
Immerfed  deep. — I  rofe  at  early  morn. 

With  fearful  heart  to  view  the  ruin’d  dome, 

Where  all  was  defolation,  all  appear’d 
The  feat  of  horror,  and  devouring  war. 

The  deep  reccfles,  and  the  gloomy  nooks, 

The  vaulted  ifles,  and  Ihrines  of  imag’d  faints, 
The  caverns  worn  by  holy  knees  appear'd. 

And  tu  the  fun  were  op’d. — In  muling  thought 
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I  {aid,  as  on  the  pile  I  bent  my  brow—* 

**  This  feat  to  future  ages  will  appear, 

“  Like  that  which  {lands  fall  by  the  piny  rock  ; 

“  Thefe  filent  walls  with  ivy  {hall  be  hung, 

“  And  diftant  times  {hall  view  the  facred  pile, 

**  Unknowing  how  it  fell,  with  pious  awe  ! 

“  The  pilgrim  here  fhall  vifit,  and  the  fwain 
“  Returning  from  the  field  at  twilight  grey, 

“  Shall  (hun  to  pafs  this  way,  fubdued  by  fear, 

“  And  flant  his  courfe  acrofs  the  adverfe  vale  !” 

PHILANTHES. 

Mycon,  thou  fee’ft  that  cow,  which  Hands  in  cool 
Amid  yon  rulhy  lake,  beneath  the  (hade 
Of  willow  green,  and  ruminates  at  eafe 
The  watry  herbage  that  around  her  floats. 

That  way  my  bufinefs  leads.  I  go  to  greet 
My  father,  and  my  wonted  cottage  dear, 

m  r  c  o  N. 

Come,  let  us  go  :  my  path  is  that  way  too. 

Come,  my  Philanthes,  and  may  piteous  heaven 
Indulge  more  happy  days,  and  calm  our  griefs  1 
Alas !  I  thought  fome  trouble  was  at  hand. 

And  long  before  prefag’d  the  coming  florin. 

Even  when  the  lightning  one  difaftrous  night 
Blafled  the  hoary  oak,  whofe  ample  boughs 
Imbower  my  cottage  ;  and  as  on  the  grafs 
At  noon  1  flept,  a  fcrpent’s  fudden  hifs 
Broke  my  fweet  reft  ! — But  come,  let  us  be  gone. 
The  fun  begins  to  welk  in  ruddy  weft. 
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ECLOGUE  V. 


CORIN  AND  CAL  1ST  AN. 

CORIJI, 

WHICH  way,  Califtan,  whither  doft  thou  lead 

That  lamb,  whom  yet  his  mother  fcarce  has  wean’d? 

CALISTAN. 

His  mother,  Corin,  as  fhe  wandering  fed. 

With  this  tender  youngling  by  her  fide. 

Fell  by  a  fhot  which  from  the  battle  came, 

That  in  the  neighbouring  fields  fo  lately  rag’d. 

CORIN. 

Alas  !  what  woes  that  fatal  day  involv’d 
Our  fuffering  village,  and  the  fields  around  ? 

But  come,  Caliltan,  on  this  rifing  bank. 

Come,  let  us  fit,  and  on  the  danger  pad 
Converfe  fecure,  and  number  all  our  griefs. 

See  how  the  flaunting  woodbine  fliades  the  bank. 

And  weaves  a  mantling  canopy  above  ! 

CALISTAN. 

Corin,  that  day  I  chanc’d  at  earlier  hour 
To  rife,  and  drove  far-off  my  flock  unpent  ; 

To  walh  them  in  a  fpring  that  late  I  mark’d. 

There  the  firft  motions  of  the  deathful  day 

I  heard. 
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I  heard,  as  liftening  to  the  trickling  wavd 
I  flood  attentive  :  when  like  riling  florms, 
Hoarfe,  hollow  murmurs  from  afar  I  heard. 
And  undiflinguilh’d  founds  of  diftant  din. 
Alarm’d  I  flood,  unknowing  whence  it  came  ; 
And  from  the  fount  my  flock  unwalh’d  I  drove 
Sufpefting  danger  :  when  as  nearer  yet, 

I  came  advancing,  all  was  tumult  loud, 

All  was  tempeftuous  din  on  every  fide. 

And  all  around  the  roar  of  war  was  up. 

From  rock  to  rock  retoft,  from  wood  to  wood. 
Not  half  fo  loud  the  tumbling  cataradt 
Is  heard  to  roar,  that  from  the  pine-clad  cliff 
Precipitates  its  waves;  whofe  diftant  founds 
I  oft  have  liften’d,  as  at  twilight  grey 
I  pent  my  flocks  within  their  wattled  cotes. 

c  o  R  I  N. 

For  three  revolving  days,  nor  voice  of  bird 
Melodious  chaunting,  or  the  bleat  of  Iheep, 

Or  lowing  oxen,  near  the  fatal  place 
Were  heard  to  found  ;  but  all  was  filence  fad  ! 
The  ancient  grove  of  elms  deferted  flood. 

Where  long  had  dwelt  an  aged  race  of  rooks, 
That  with  their  nefts  had  crowded  every  branch. 
We  oft  have  heard  them  at  the  dulk  of  eve 
In  troops  returning  to  their  well-known  home. 

In  mingled  clamours  founding  from  on  high  ! 
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CALISTAN. 

Corin,  thou  know^ft  the  fir-invefted  cave. 

Where  late  we  Ihelter’d  from  a  gathering  ftorm-, 

Our  flocks  together  driven  :  beneath  its  Ihade 
I  had  appointed  at  fweet  even-tide 
To  meet  my  Delia  homeward  as  lhe  pafs’d, 

Bearing  her  milking-pail  -.Alas!  the  thoughts 
Of  that  fweet  congrefs,  the  preceding  night 
Soften’d  my  dreams,  and  all  my  fenfes  lull’d. 

And  with  more  joyful  heart  at  morn  I  rofe. 

But  ah  !  that  tumult  cropt  my  blooming  hopes. 

And  in  confufion  wrapt  my  love  and  me. 

CORIN. 

That  day,  nor  in  the  fold  my  flock  I  pent. 

Or  walk’d  at  eve  the  vales,  or  on  the  turf 
Beneath  the  wonted  oak  my  dinner  took. 

Or  flept  at  noon  amid  my  languid  fheep. 

Repos’d  at  eafe  on  the  green  meadow’s  bed; 

When  fable  night  came  on,  for  not  even  yet 
The  tumult  had  fubfided  into  peace. 

Even  then  low  founds,  aud  interrupted  burfts 
Of  war  we  heard,  and  cries  of  dying  men. 

And  a  confus’d  hum  of  the  ceaflng  florrn. 

All  night  clofe- Ihrouded  in. a  forefl  thick 
Wakeful  I  fat,  my  flock  around  ms  laid  ; 

And  of  neglefled  boughs  I  kindled  up- 
A  fcanty  flame,  whofe  darkly-gleaming  blaze 
Among  th’  enlighten’d  trees  form'd  hideous  fhapes. 

And 
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&nd  fpe&res  pale,  to  my  diftemper’d  mind. 

How  oft  I  look’d  behind  with  cautious  fear, 

And  trembled  at  each  motion  of  the  wind  ! — 

But  where  did  you,  Califlan,  ihclter  feek  ? 

What  dark  retreat  conceal’d  your  wandering  fteps  ? 

CAL1STAN. 

Corin,  thou  know’ft  the  fur-clad  Hermit’s  cell, 
Deep-arch’d  beneath  a  rook  among  the  wilds  ; 
Thither  I  bent  my  flight,  a  welcome  gueft. 

And  not  unknown  ;  for  when  my  flock  I  fed 
Of  late  beneath  the  neighbouring  paftures  green, 

I  oft  was  wont,  invited  at  his  call. 

At  noon  beneath  his  cavern  to  retire 
From  the  fun’s  heat,  where  all  the  palling  hour* 
The  good  old  man  improv’d  with  converfe  high. 
And  in  my  breaft  enkindled  Virtue’s  love  ; 

Nor  feldom  would  his  hofpitable  hand 
Afford  a  fhort  repafl  of  berries  cool. 

Which  o’er  the  wilds  (his  fcanty  food)  he  pluck’d ; 
Here  was  my  refuge. — All  the  live-long  night 
Penlive  by  one  pale  lonefome  lamp  we  fat. 

And  liften’d  to  the  bleak  winds  whiftling  loud. 

And  the  ffirill  cralh  of  forefts  from  without. 

Soon  as  the  morning  dawn’d,  the  craggy  height 
Of  the  fleep  rock  I  climb’d,  on  whofe  wild  top 
Hisruftic  temple  flood,  and  mofs-grown  crofs 
(The  facred  objeft  of  his  pious  prayers) 

Form’d  of  a  tall  fir’s  thunder-biafted  trunk ; 
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Where  all  beneath  th’  expannve  plains  I  fa 
With  white  pavilions  hid,  in  deep  array. 

There  too  my  little  fold,  which  late  I  left 
Standing  at  eve,  amid  the  warlike  fcene 
With  tearful  eyes  affrighted,  I  beheld. 

Alas,  how  chang’d  the  fcene  !  when  there  I  pitch’d 
Thofe  hurdled  cotes,  the  night  was  calm  and  mild.. 
And  all  was  peaceful.  I  remember  well. 

While  there  withdn  that  fold  my  flock  I  pent. 

How  blythe  I  heard  my  beauteous  Delia  fing  ! 

Her  diftant  echoing  voice  how  fweetly  rung. 

And  all  my  ravifh’d  fenfes  wrapt  in  blifs  ! 

c  0  r  x  N. 

Haft  thou  not  feen  the  fatal  plain  cf  death. 

Where  rag’d  the  conflict  ?  There,  they  fay,  at  eve 
Grim  ghofts  are  feen  of  men  that  there  were  flain. 
Pointing  their  wounds,  and  fhrieking  to  their  mates^ 
Still  doom’d  to  haunt  the  fields  on  which  they  fell. 

CALISTAN. 

Corin,  no  more.  This  lamb  demands  my  fpeed. 
See  how  the  youngling  hangs  his  flckly  head. 
Tender,  and  fainting  for  his  wonted  food  ! 

I  hafte  to  place  him  in  my  fheltering  cot. 

Fed  from  my  hand,  and  cherifh’d  by  my  care. - - 

And  fee,  my  friend,  far  off  in  darken’d  weft 
A  cloud  comes  on,  and  threatens  fudden  rains : 
Gorin,  farewell,  the  ftorm  begins  to  lower. 
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ON  THE  PEACE  OF  AIX  LA  CHAPEHE. 
MDCCXLVIII. 


BY  MR.  HURD. 

BE  flill  my  fears,  fugged  no  falfe  alarms ; 

The  Poet’s  rapture  and  the  lyric  fire 
Are  vain  :  enough  that  inclination  warms  ; 

No  foreign  influence  needs  the  willing  Mufe  infpire.' 

The  willing  Mufe,  adventurous  in  her  flight. 

To  thee,  lov’d  Peace,  ILall  raife  the  untaught  flrain ; 
Her  thy  fair  triumphs  and  thy  arts  delight, 

Thy  feflive  branch  fhe  bears  and  joins  thyfocial  train. 

High  on  fome  wave- worn  cliff  fhe  views  ferene, 

Safe  on  the  deep,  the  freighted  navies  ride ; 

Old  Ocean  joys  to  fee  the  peaceful  fcene. 

And  bids  his  billows  roll  with  an  exulting  tide. 

Or,  where  Augufta’s  turrets  cleave  the  fkies. 

She  loves  to  mix  with  Art’s  inventive  band. 

Sees  Induflry  in  forms  unnumber’d  rife. 

To  fcatter  blefungs  wide,  and  civilize  the  land  ; 
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Or  flies,  with  tranfport,  to  her  native  plain. 

Sees  corn-clad  fields,  frefii  lawns,  and  paftures  fair. 

Sees  Plenty  vindicate  her  ancient  reign, 

And  pour  forth  all  her  charms  to  crown  the  various  year. 

But  chief  the  Mufe  to  Academic  groves 
Her  kindred  train  and  beft-lov’d  arts  invite  ; 

Thro’  Cam’s  o’erlhadowing  bowers  intranc’d  fhe  roves. 
Whence  facred  Science  ftreams,  and  Genius  fpreads  his  light, 

Here  will  I  reft,  flie  cry’d  ;  my  laurel  here 
“  Eternal  blooms ;  here  hangs  my  golden  lyre, 

“  Which  erft  my  Spenfer  tun’d  to  fliepherd’s  ear, 

“  And  lofcieft  Milton  fmote  with  genuine  epic  fire. 

“  And  O  !  if  aught  my  fond  prefages  ihew, 

“  On  thefe  lov’d  bowers  while  Peace  herinfluence  iheds, 
“  Some  hand  again  fha'll  fnatch  it  from  the  bough, 

“  Wake  each  high-founding  firing,  and  charm  the  echoing 
glades. 

“  Then  fhall  be  fung  the  glorious  deeds  of  war, 

"  How  Virtue  ftrove,  where  envious  Fortune  fail’d  ; 

“  Expecting  Fame  the  conflifl  view’d  from  far, 

And  Britain’s  valour  crown’d,  tho'  Gallia’s  hoft  prevail’d. 

“  Yet  then,  even  then  [th’  indignant  verfe  lhall  tell) 

“  A  furer  vengeance  rofe  to  whelm  the  foe  ; 

“  When  hell-born  Fa&jon  ifiu’d  from  her  cell, 

And  on  her  impious  head  drew  half  the  defiin’d  blow. 

‘‘  But, 
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“  But,  hark  !  the  loud  triumphant  Grains  declaro, 

‘‘  How  Britain’s  majefty  unrivall’d  rofe, 

“  When  all  the  glories  of  the  naval  war 
“  Beam’d  round  her  conquering  flag,  and  circled  Anfon’s 
brows.” 

Till  thus  the  Power  by  Freedom’s  fons  obey'd  : 

“  Let  blood-ftain’d  glory  fwell  the  tyrant’s  breaft; 

“  Be  mine  Companion’s  healing  wing  to  fpread, 

‘‘To  Iheath  the  wafting  fword,  and  give  the  nations  reft  : 

“  Then  (as  the  Mufe  inraptur’d  fhall  difplay) 

“  War’s  impious  roar,  and  Faction's  murmurs  ceafe; 

“  His  gracious  eye  Iheds  luftre  on  the  day, 
f  And  lends  thequickening  beam  to  chear  the  arts  of  Peace.” 
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L  A  U  R  A  : 
OR,  THE  COMPLAINT. 


"A  II  E  L  E  G  V. 


BY  JAMES  MARRIOTT,  L.  L.  D. 

E  groves,  with  venerable  mofs  array’d. 


Ji-  That  o’er  yon  caverns  ftretch  your  pendent  Ihade, 
Where  facred  Silence  lulls  the  rural  vale. 

And  Love  in  vvhifpers  tells  his  tender  tale. 

Ye  lonely  rocks,  ye  ftreams  that  ever  flow. 

Still  as  my  tears,  and  conftant  as  my  woe, 

To  you  behold  the  wretched  Laura  flies. 

And  haunts  thole  feats  from  whence  her  forrows  rife  j 
Where,  loft  to  love,  how  often  has  Ihe  ftray’d  ? 

When  the  fond  lover  led  his  blulhing  maid. 

When  his  fof:  lips,  too  eloquent  his  art, 

Pour’d  the  warm  wilh,  and  breath’d  out  all  his  heart. 

Ah  once  lov’d  feats,  your  plcafing  fcenes  are  o’er. 
Nor  you  can  charm,  fince  he  can  love  no  more ; 

Tho’  fmile  your  lawns  with  vernal  glories  crown’d. 

In  vain  gay  Nature  paints  th’  enamel’d  ground ; 


While 
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While  through  your  folitary  paths  I  rove, 

A  prey  to  grief,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  love. 

Tho’  gentle  Zephyrs  fan  the  bending  bowers, 

Tho’  breathes  the  incenfe  of  your  opening  flowers, 
Nor  opening  flowers,  nor  gentle  Zephyrs  charm. 

Nor  beauteous  fcenes  a  grief  like  mine  difarm ; 

Fade  every  flower,  and  languifh  every  fenfe. 

Ye  have  no  fweets  for  fallen  innocence. 

Torn  by  remorfe,  fad  vidtim  of  Defpair, 

Where  lhall  I  turn  ?  or  where  addrefs  my  prayer  ? 
Far  as  the  morn  its  early  beam  difplays, 

Or  where  the  ftar  of  evening  darts  its  rays ; 

Far  as  wide  earth  is  ftretch’d,  or  oceans  roll, 

Where  blow  the  winds,  or  heaven  invefls  the  pole. 

In  vain  my  fluttering  foul  would  wing  its  way  1 
Stern  Care  purfues,  where’er  the  wretched  ftray. 

Soft  God  of  Sleep,  whofe  ever-peacefu!  reign 
Lulls  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  the  extended  main. 
Powerful  to  give  the  labouring  heart  to  reft. 

To  wipe  the  tear,  and  heal  the  wounded  breaft. 

Say,  by  what  crime  offended,  flies  from  me. 
Invok’d,  thy  unpropitious  Deity  ? 

Or  dooms,  on  racks  of  wildeft  Fancy  torn. 

In  dreams  my  agonizing  foul  to  mourn  ? 

Why  am  I  oft  on  angry  billows  toft. 

Now  in  fome  wide  and  dreary  defart  loft  ? 

Why  yet  in  life  infernal  tortures  feel, 

Bound  by  fierce  demons  to  fome  rapid  wheel  ?, 
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Now  feem  to  climb,  while  hills  on  hills  arifc. 

In  rain:  or  fall  in  tempefts  from  the  Ikies, 

Tread  barning  plains,  or  fwim  in  feas  of  fire, 

Jaft  reach  the  fhore,  then  fee  the  lhore  retire ! 

As  oft,  dear  youth  !  thy  pleafing  form  appears  ; 

I  fbetch  my  arms,  and  wake  diffolv’d  in  tears  ; 

Yet  waking  Fancy  all  that  lofs  fupplies. 

And  ftill  I  view  thee  with  a  lover’s  eyes ; 

Entranc’d,  In  thought,  o’er  all  thy  charms  I  gaze. 

See  thy  bright  eyes  diffufe  their  fofteft  rays. 

Hang  on  thy  hand,  and  on  thy  breaft  reclin’d. 

Play  with  thy  locks  that  waver  with  the  wind, 

Joy  in  thy  joy,  or  in  thy  forrows  join, 

And  on  thy  lips  my  fpirit  mix  with  thine. 

Now  o’er  dark  wilds,  or  rugged  rocks  we  ftray, 

Love  lights  the  gloom,  and  fmooths  the  dreary  way ; 

Now  on  foft  banks  our  weary  limbs  repofe. 

Where  every  flower  of  vernal  beauty  glows ; 

But  light  as  air  each  pleafing  vifion  flew. 

Swift  as  the  fun  difpels  the  morning  dew  ; 

While  with  the  day  returns  the  fenfe  of  woe. 

We  wake  more  wretched  when  the  cheat  we  know. 
Imagination  !  miflrefs  of  the  foul. 

What  powers  unfeen  the  active  mind  controul  ? 

And  fill  the  waking  thought,  cr  bufy  fleep  ? 

When  not  a  breeze  difturbs  the  tranquil  deep, 

Ncr  lofty  pines  through  all  the  foreft  move. 

Why  flir  the  motipns  of  refifllefs  love  ? 

Urg’d 


Urg'd  by  the  golden  morn,  the  night  recedes. 
And  year  to  year  in  changeful  courfe  fucceeds  -r 
Nor  night,  nor  morn,  nor  years  to  me  reftore 
The  peace  which  Laura’s  heart  poJTefs’d  before  ; 
Involv’d  in  clouds  one  darkfome  feene  I  view  ; 
Bleed  the  fame  wounds,  and  all  my  pains  renew. 

O  boaft  of  Laura’s  long-forgotten  praife ! 

Paft  are  the  triumphs  of  my  happier  days. 

When  plac’d  fupreme  on  Beauty’s  radiant  throne, 
I  favv  with  confcious  pride  each  heart  my  own  ; 
Where’er  I  turn’d,  a  thoufand  nymphs  admir’d  j 
Whene’er  I  froil’d,  a  thoufand  fwains  expir’d  : 

I  fpoke,  ’twas  mufic  dwelt  upon  my  tongue  j 
I  mov’d  a  goddefs,  and  an  angel  fung. 

My  carelefs  Heps  in  joys  were  taught  to  rove  ; 
Each  voice  was  flattery,  and  each  look  was  lorre  > 
But  Beauty’s  power,  too  mighty  long  to  laft. 

Fled  on  the  wings  of  rapid  Time  is  paft. 

As  fome  proud  veflel  to  the  profperous  gale 
Her  Ibeamer  waves,  and  fpreads  the  filken  fail. 
While  iilver  oars  to  flutes  foft  breathing  fweep. 
With  meafur’d  ftrokes  the  fcarcely  heaving  deep. 
But  foon  tempeftuous  clouds  the  feene  deform. 

And  the  loud  furge  remurmurs  to  the  florin  ; 
Thus  big  with  hope,  from  dark  fufpicion  free, 

I  fail’d  with  tranfport  on  Life’s  fnmmer  fea  ; 

The  gay  attendants  of  my  happy  Hate, 

The  Smiles,  the  Graces  round  were  feen  to  waif. 
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And  all  the  moments,  as  they  fwiftly  flew, 

Shower’d  down  left  joys,  and  pleafures  ever  new* 

How  chang’d  this  fleeting  image  of  a  day  ? 

How  fets  in  awful  gloom  the  evening  ray  ? 

While,  fixt  on  earth  her  eye  in  fad  fufpence, 
hours  the  deep  fig'n  inceflant  Penitence. 

If  youthful  charms  decay  with  age  or  pain, 

Beauty,  thy  crouded  worlhippers  how  vain  1 
Why  then  fuch  crowds  of  incenfe  round  afeend  ? 

Why  prolfrate  monarchs  at  thy  altars  bend  ? 

Why  earth’s  and  ocean’s  mighty  bounds  explore 
At  once  to  win  thee,  and  increafe  thy  power? 

Let  fad  example  Reafon’s  diftates  aid ; 

Here  fee  what  ruin  Grief  and  Love  have  made  ; 

Even  Love,  who  lives  by  Beauty’s  fmiies  careft. 

Balks  in  her  eyes,  and  wantons  on  her  breaft. 

With  cruel  force  the  fatal  lhaft  employs. 

And  foonelt  what  he  moll:  adores  deftroys. 

How  cold  I  feel  Life’s  idle  current  flow. 

Where  once  the  dancing  fpirits  lov’d  to  glow  1 
No  more  thefe  eyes  with  youthful  rapture  (hine, 

Nor  cheeks  foft  blulhing  fpeak  a  warmth  divine^ 

Graceful  no  more  amid  the  feftive  dance 
My  Heps  with  eafy  dignity  advance, 

And  all  the  glofly  locks,  whofe  ringlets  fpread. 

O’er  my  fair  neck,  the  honours  of  my  head, 

Ceafe  the  neat  labours  of  my  hand  to  know ; 

Ill  fuits  the  care  of  elegance  with  woe ! 

Why 
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Why  did  not  Nature,  when  fne  gave  to  charm, 

With  unrelenting  pride  nry  bofom  arm  ? 

Why  was  my  foul  its  tender  pity  taught, 

Each  Toft  affeflion,  and  each  generous  thought  ? 

Hence  fpring  my  forrows,  hence  with  lighs  I  prove 
How  feeble  woman,  and  how  fierce  is  love. 

In  unavailing  ftreams  my  tears  are  fliedj 
Sad  Laura’s  blifs  is  with  Lorenzo  fled. 

For  thee,  falfe  youth,  was  every  joy  refign’d, 

Young  health,  fweet  peace,  and  innocence  of  mind  ; 

Are  thefe  the  conftant  vows  thy  tongue  profefl. 

When  firft  thy  arms  my  yielding  beauties  preft  ? 

Thus  did  thy  kifs  difpel  my  empty  fears. 

Or  winning  voice  delight  my  raptur’d  ears  ; 

Thus  fwore  thy  lips,  by  ocean,  earth,  and  l ley; 

By  hell’s  dread  powers,  and  heaven’s  all-piercing  eye  ? 
Yawns  not  the  grave  for  thee  ?  Why  fleeps  the  florin 
To  blaft  thy  limbs,  and  rend  thy  perjur’d  form  ? 

Unmov’d,  O  faithlefs,  canft  thou  hear  my  pain, 

Like  the  proud  rocks  which  brave  th’  unwearied  main  ?  r 

Sooner  the  fliip- wreck’d  pilot  lhall  appeafe 

With  fighs  the  howling  winds,  with  tears  the  feas. 

Than  Laura’s  prayers  thy  heart  unfeeling  move, 

O  loft  to  fame,  to  honour,  and  to  love. 

Nurft  in  dark  caverns  on  forne  mountain  wild 
To  cruel  manhood  grew  the  daring  child. 

No  female  breaft  fupplied  thy  infant  food. 

But  tygers  growling  o’er  their  favage  brood. 


Curs’d 
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Curs’d  be  that  fatal  hour  thy  charms  were  feen, 

While  yet  this  mind  was  guiltlefs,  and  ferene. 

With  thee,  falfe  man,  I  urg’d  my  hafty  flight. 

And  dar’d  the  horrors  of  tempeftuous  night. 

Nor  fear’d  with  thee  through  plains  unknown  to  rove, 
Deaf  to  the  diffates  of  paternal  love. 

In  vain  for  me  a  parent’s  tears  were  Ihed, 

And  to  the  grave  defcends  his  hoary  head. 

When  at  my  feet  entranc’d  my  lover  lay. 

And  pour’d  in  tender  fighs  his  foul  away. 

Fond,  foolifh  heart!  to  think  the  tale  divine  ; 

Why  flatted  not  my  hands  when  preft  in  thine  ? 

Too  well  Remembrance  paints  the  fatal  hour 
When  Love,  great  conqueror,  fummon’d  all  his  power  j 
When  bolder  grown,  your  glances  flafh’d  with  fire, 
And  your  pale  lips  all  trembled  with  defire  ; 

Back  to  my  heart  my  blood  tumultuous  flew. 

From  every  pore  diflill’d  the  chilling  dew. 

When  Shame  prefaging  fpoke  each  future  pain. 

And  ftruggling  Virtue  arm’d  my  foul  in  vain. 

But  O  let  filence  all  my  weaknefs  veil. 

And  burning  blufhes  only  tell  the  tale. 

Ah  !  faithlefs  man  !  and  thou  more  wretched  maid. 
To  guilt,  and  grief,  and  mifery  betray’d  ! 

Far  flies  thy  lover:  to  fome  diftant  plain 

Now  cleaves  his  bounding  bark  the  peaceful  main; 

Avenging  heaven,  that  heard  the  vows  he  fwore, 

Bid  howl  the  blackening  dorm,  and  thunder  roar. 


’Till 


(  305  ) 

'Till  waves  on  waves  in  tumbling  mountains  roll* 

Now  fink  to  hell,  and  now  afcend  the  pole  ; 

Then  on  fome  plank  o’er  foaming  billows  borne, 
Trembling,  his  perjur’d  faith  the  wretch  (hall  mourn. 
But  mourn  in  vain  :  his  vigorous  arm  (hall  fail. 

Guilt  fink  him  down,  and  angry  heaven  prevail ; 

No  friendly  hand  to  earth  his  limbs  convey, 

But  dogs  and  vultures  tear  the  bloated  prey. 

Yet,  ah!  fond  heart  !  avert,  kind  heaven,  the  ftroke, 
My  heart  denies  what  trembling  lips  have  fpoke. 

The  varying  accents  real  nature  prove. 

And  only  (hew  how  wild  a  thing  is  love. 

Go,  much  lov’d  youth,  with  every  blefling  crown’d. 
And  Laura’s  wilhes  ever  guard  thee  round. 

Me  to  the  filent  (hades  and  fad  retreat. 

Where  love’s  expiring  flames  forget  their  heat. 

Death  wooes  all-powerful :  ere  he  parts  the  clew. 

Once  more  thy  Laura  bids  her  love  adieu  : 

Bids  health  and  affluence  every  blifs  afford. 

Bids  thee  be  lov’d,  be  happy,  and  ador’d  ; 

In  eafe,  in  mirth,  glide  each  glad  hour  away  5 
No  pain  to  fpot  thy  Fortune’s  cloudlefs  day  ; 

Nor  figh  to  fwell,  no  tear  to  flow  for  me  : 

O  grant,  heaven,  all  ;  but  grant  thee  conftanCy. 

Yet  from  my  hand  this  lall  addrefs  receive. 

This  lafl:  addrefs  is  all  that  hand  can  give. 

In  vain  thy  bark  with  fpreading  canvas  flies. 

If  thefe  fad  lines  (hall  meet  thy  confcious  eyes, 

Vot.II.  X 
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And,  taught  with  winning  eloquence  to  move,- 
The  winds  and  waters  waft  the  voice  of  love  ; 

That  voice,  O  grant  what  dying  lips  implore, 

Aiks  but  one  tear  from  thee  ;  and  afles  no  more. 

Then  world,  farewel ;  farewel  life's  fond  defires, 
Falfe  flattering  hopes,  and  love’s  tormenting  fires. 
Already,  Death,  before  my  clofing  eyes 
Thy  airy  forms  and  glimmering  fliades  arife. 

Hark  !  hear  I  not  for  me  yon’  palling  bell 
Toll  forth,  with  frequent  paufe,  its  fullen  knell  ? 

Waits  not  for  me  yon’  fexton  on  his  fpade, 

Blyihe  whiftling  o’er  the  grave  his  toil  has  made  ? 

Say,  why  in  lengthened  pomp  yon’  fable  train. 

With  meafur’d  fteps,  flow,  folk  along  the  plain  ? 

Say,  why  yon’  hearfe  with  fading  flowers  is  crown’d. 
And  midnight  gales  the  deep-mouth’d  dirge  refound  ? 
Hail,  fifier  worms,  and  thou  my  kindred  dull. 

Secure  to  you  my  weary  limbs  I  truft. 

Dim  burns  life’s  lamp  ,•  O  Death,  thy  work  compleat, 
And  give  my  foul  to  gain  her  laft  retreat. 

Such  as  before  the  birth  of  Nature  fway’d. 

Ere  fpringing  light  the  firfi:  great  word  obey’d. 

Let  filence  reign — come,  Fate,  exert  thy  might  ;■ 

And  darknefs  wrap  me  in  eternal  night. 


R  I  N  A  L  D  O 
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RINALDO  AND  ARMIDA. 


TO  A  LADY  SINGING. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

H  E  goldfinch  fwells  his  little  throats 


Jl  And  loudly  pours  his  rural  note; 
High  poiz’d  above  his  nefi:  in  air. 

The  fhrill  lark  chaunts  his  matins  clear  j 
At  evening  brown,  in  woodland  dale 
Soft  gurgling  trills  her  amorous  tale 
The  folitary  nightingale ; 

But  what  avails,  ye  feather’d  throng 
Of  warblers  wild,  your  feeble  fong  ? 

Our  varying  paflions  can  ye  move 
With  warmer  hope,  or  fonder  love  ? 

Or  run  your  notes  th’  enchanting  round 
Through  all  the  labyrinths  of  found  ? 

As  breathes  fome  foft  angelic  ftrain. 

When  Midnight  fpreads  her  folemn  reign. 
Entranc’d  the  lonely  hermit  lies. 

And  talles  ideal  paradife. 

When  at  Armida’s  feet  he  lay. 

So  figh’d  Rinaldo’s  foul  away  ; 

His  tongue  in  mute  attention  bound. 


His  ear  in  rapture  drank  the  found. 
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While  magic  numbers  lull’d  the  fenfe. 

And  held  -fivift  thought  in  fweet  fufpencev 
The'mimic  voice  repeat  the  gales 
That  iigh  along  the  flowery  vales ; 

The  flowery  vales,  the  falling  floods. 

The  riflng  rocks,  and  waving  woods 
To  the  fighing  gales  reply. 

Redoubling  alL'the  harmony. 

The  Zephyrs,  ever  mild  and  fair. 

Who  lighdy  fan  the  vernal  air. 

Learn  from  Armida’s  voice  the  ftrain. 

And  whifpering  tell  it  to  the  main. 
Whene’er,  the  foaming  billows  flowing. 
The  wintry  {forms  are  fiercely  blowing, 
'When  fable  clouds  invade  the  pole. 

And  lightnings  dart,  and  thunders  roll, 

Th’  enchantrefs  can  the  rage  appeafe. 

And  clear  the  fkies,  and  fmooth  the  feas. 

When  hurried  to  th’  infernal  coaft. 

His  beauteous  bride  the  Thracian  loft. 

Sure,  haplefs  youth  !  fo  fweet  a  fpell 
Once  more  had  charm’d  the  powers  of  hell  ; 
Or  if  fuch  had  been  the  fcng 
Which  warbled  erft  the  fyren  throng, 

For  councils  fage  the  chief  renown’d 
His  warrior  limbs  had  vainly  bound  ; 

His  eyes  by  love  entranc’d,  no  more 
Had  feen  with  joy  their  native  fhore  ; 

The  cords  had  loos’d  ;  the  magic  tale 
Had  flay’d  his  oars,  and  furl’d  his  fail. 
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sacred  ode. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

HARK  !  thro’  yon’  fretted  vaults  and  lofty  fpires 
Peal  the  deep  organs  to  the  facred  quires 
And  now,  the  full,  the  loud  hofannasrife. 

Float  in  the  winds,  and  roll  along  the  Ikies  : 

The  folemn  founds  Devotion’s  ardour  raifc  j 
Now  mounts  the  fpirit  with  diviner  blaze  : 

Heaven  opens :  earth  recedes :  and  Nature  feels 
The  ray  that  fir’d  the  prophet’s  glowing  wheels : 

In  fiery  pomp  bright  feraphs  quit  the  fky, 

And  wrap  the  foul  in  holy  extafy; 

While  round  the  faphire  throne  th’  ethereal  train 
Adoring  proftrate  raife  the  lofty  firain  : 

I. 

Arife,  O  Lord,  arife  ; 

In  all  thy  awful  glory  Hand  confeft  ; 

In  thee  for  ever  bleft. 

Behold  thy  fervants  veil  their  dazzled  eyes. 

Night  hath  for  thee  no  (hades,; 
Alike  to  thee  appears  the  orient  day ; 

While  one  vail  light,  one  inexhaulled  ray 
t<Qf  thy  effulgent  power  the  whole  pervades. 

Then  whither  (hall  we  ftray, 
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Where; 
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Where  of  thy  forming  hand  no  trace  is  found  ? 

Above,  beneath,  around, 

The  mighty  voice  is  heard  ; 

Where’er  the  hills  are  rear’d. 

Where  fpreads  the  vaulted  iky. 

Or  foams  the  deep  profound  ; 

Thro’  Nature’s  utmoft  bound 
.  To  us  her  works  reply. 

Proclaim  a  parent  God,  a  prefent  Deity. 

II. 

Creation’s  praife  is  lead ; 

Nature’s  Redorer,  to  preferve  is  thine  ; 

Whofe  awful  voice  divine 
Created  all  :  when  Difcord  heard,  and  ceas’d  ; 

For  it  is  thine  to  bind 
The  moral  chain  of  Order’s  perfeft  law. 

And  to  their  courfe  the  fwerving  motions  draw 
Of  changeful  things,  and  erring  human  kind. 

Death  with  infatiate  jaw 
Gnaih’d  oft  his  iron  phang,  and  by  his  fide 
Stalking  with  ample  dride 
Vice  rear’d  his  giant  fize 
XJp-towering  to  the  ikies. 

The  mourning  earth  was  wade  ; 

Confufion  roll’d  her  tide  ; 

When  down  the  Virtues  glide ; 

Soft  Mercies  urg’d  their  hade. 

And  o’er  the  bleeding  world  the  facred  mantle  cad. 

III.  Beyond 
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III. 

Beyond  created  fenfe 

Myfterious  goodnefs,  hid  in  deepeft  night  1 
In  vain  our  feeble  fight 

Would  pierce  the  gloom,  O  mighty  Providence. 

Where  the  deep  mazes  meet 
Beneath  thy  awful  throne  no  eye  hath  feen. 

Where  wrapt  in  darknefs  fits  thy  power  ferene. 

And  the  loud  thunders  roll  beneath  thy  feet. 

O,  when  lhall  clofe  the  fcene  ? 

And  Hope  be  loft  in  Truth’s  wide  burfting  ray  ? 

O  hafte,  aufpicious  day. 

O  hafte  to  light  on  earth 
Great  Nature’s  fecond  birth  ; 

New  inmate  of  the  Ikies, 

When  man  renew’d  lhall  Ihine 
With  innocence  divine ; 

And  bleft  Obedience  rife 

To  fnatch  the  palm  that  crowns  her  faithful  victories. 
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INSCRIPTION  UPON  A  HERMITAGE. 


BY  THE  SAME. 

I^ENE  ATH  this  rural  cell 
Sweet-fmiling  Peace  and  calm  Content 
Far  from  the  bufy  crowd  fequefter’d  dwell. 

Mortal,  approaching  near. 

The  hallow’d  feat  revere. 

Nor  bring  the  loud  tumultuous  Paflions  here  ; 

For  not  for  thefe  is  meant 
The  facred  filence  of  the  flream, 

Nor  cave  prophetic  prompting  Fancy’s  dream  3 
If,  with  preemption  rude. 

Thy  daring  fteps  intrude, 

Know,  that  with  jealous  eye 
Peace  and  Content  will  fly  ; 

The  thoughtful  Genius  of  the  lone  abode, 

And  Guardian  Spirit  of  this  folemn  wood. 

Will  fure  revenge  the  facrilegious  wrong  ; 

Reflexion's  tear  will  then  in  fecret  flow. 

And  all  the  haunted  folitude  belong 
To  Melancholy’s  train. 

Who  point  the  fling  of  pain 

With  keen  remorfe,  and  oft  redoubled  woe. 

CANZQ- 
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SOFT  flept  the  fea  within  its  filver  bed.’ 

To  the  fcarce  breathing  gale 
The  filken  fail 

With  venturous  hands  I  fpread. 

And  faw  the  rocks,  and  pafs’J  ;  yet  felt  no  fear ; 

All  danger  diftant  feem’d,  which  was  alas  !  too  near. 

Love,  calm  deceiver,  feated  by  my  fide. 

His  fecret  fraud  enjoy’d. 

Too  oft  employ’d 
In  fport  my  bark  to  guide. 

We  reach’d  the  port :  the  little  pilot  fmil’d. 

Can  Love  deceive  !  I  faid  :  and  kifs’d  the  laughing  child. 

He  clapp’d  his  wings,  and  lightly  thro’  the  air 
Flew  from  my  longing  eyes. 

>  The  ftorms  arife. 

And  back  my  veflel  bear. 

Secure  what  port  can  haplefs  lovers  meet : 

We  blame  the  winds  and  feas,  yet  clafp  the  dear  deceit. 


THE 
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THE  LOVER  AND  THE  FR 
N  D  U  E  D  with  all  that  could  adorn 


Ji— /  Or  blefs  thee,  firft  and  faireft  born  ! 
A  foul  !  that  looks  fuperior  down. 

Let  giddy  Fortune  fmile  or  frown 
With  Age’s  wifdom,  not  her  years, 

Stella,  all  excellence  appears  ; 

Then,  who  can  blame  me  if  I  blend 
The  name  of  Lover  with  the  Friend. 

Like  Noah’s  dove,  my  bufy  breaft 
Has  rov’d  to  Fnd  a  place  of  reft ! 

Some  faithful  bofom,  to  repofe. 

And  hufh  the  family  of  woes. 

Then,  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  found 
The  fair  and  hofpitable  ground  ? 

Ah  !  quit  your  fex’s  rules,  and  lend 
A  Lover’s  willies  to  the  Friend. 

Abfence  I  try’d, — but  try'd  in  vain  ! 

It  heals  not,  but  upbraids  my  pain  ; 

For  thee  !  I’d  bear  the  reaper’s  toil ; 

For  thee  !  confume  the  midnight  oil ; 
Then,  to  your  judgment  wou’d  I  owe 
All  that  I  read,  and  write,  and  know. 


C  an 


Can  thofe  who  wifh  like  me,  pretend 
To  part  the  Lover  and  the  Friend  ? 
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THE  ENTHUSIAST:  AN  ODE, 

BY  W  M.  WHITEHEAD,  E  S  <>. 

ONCE,  I  remember  well  the  day, 

’Twas  ere  the  blooming  fweets  of  May 
Had  loft  their  frelheft  hues. 

When  every  flower  on  every  hill. 

In  every  vale,  had  drank  its  fill 
Of  funfhine,  and  of  dews. 

In  fhort,  ’twas  that  fweet  feafon’s  prime 
When  Spring  gives  up  the  reins  of  Time 
To  Summer’s  glowing  hand. 

And  doubting  mortals  hardly  know> 

By  vvhofe  command  the  breezes  blow 
Which  fan  the  finding  land. 

*Twas  then,  befide  a  green-wood  flrade. 

Which  cloath’d  a  lawn’s  afpiring  head 
I  urg’d  my  devious  way. 

With  loitering  fteps  regardlefs  where, 

So  foft,  fo  genial  was  the  air, 

So  wonderous  bright  the  day. 


And 
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And  now  my  eyes  with  tranfport  rove 
O’er  all  the  bine  expanfe  above. 

Unbroken  by  a  cloud  ! 

And  now  beneath  delighted  pafs, 

Where  winding  thro’  the  deep-green  grafs 
A  full-brim’d  river  flow’d. 

I  flop,  I  gaze  ;  in  accents  rude. 

To  thee,  ferened  Solitude, 

Burft  forth  th’  unbidden  lay  ; 

“  Begone,  vile  world,  the  learn’d,  the  wife. 
The  great,  the  bufy  1  deipife. 

And  pity  e’en  the  gay. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  joys  alone,  I  cry  j 
’Tis  here,  divine  Philosophy, 

Thou  deign’d  to  fix  thy  throne  1 
Here  Contemplation  points  the  road 
Thro’  Nature’s  charms  to  Nature’s  God  ! 
Thefe,  thefe  are  joys  alone  ! 

Adieu,  ye  vain  low- thoughted  cares. 

Ye  human  hopes,  and  human  fears. 

Ye  pleafures  and  ye  pains !” 

While  thus  I  fpake,  o’er  all  my  foul 
A  philol'ophic  calmnefs  dole, 

A  floic  dillnefs  reigns. 


The 
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The  tyrant  paflions  all  fubfide. 

Fear,  anger,  pity,  Ihame  and  pride 
No  more  my  bofom  move  ; 

Yet  ftill  I  felt,  or  feern’d  to  feel 
A  hind  of  viiionary  zeal 
Of  univerfal  love. 

When  lo  !  a  voice,  a  voice  I  hear  ! 

’Twas  Reafon  whifper’d  in  my  ear 
Thefe  monitory  {trains  : 

What  mean’ll  thou,  man  ?  would’ft  thou  unbind. 
The  ties  which  conftitute  thy  kind, 

The  pleafures  and  the  pains  ? 

The  fame  Almighty  Power  unfeen. 

Who  fpreads  the  gay  or  folemn  feene 
To  Contemplation’s  eye. 

Fix’d  every  movement  of  the  foul. 

Taught  every  wifh  its  deltin’d  goal. 

And  quicken’d  every  joy. 

He  bids  the  tyrant  paflions  rage, 

He  bids  them  war  eternal  wage, 

And  combat  each  his  foe  : 

Till  from  diflenfions  concords  rife. 

And  beauties  from  deformities. 

And  happinefs  from  woe1. 


Art 
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Art  thou  not  rnan,  and  dar’ft  thou  find 
A  blifs  which  leans  not  to  mankind  ?  . 

Prefumptuou-s  thought  and  vain  !• 

Each  blifs  unlhar’d  is  unenjoy’d, 

Each  power  is  weak  unlefs  employ’d 
Some  focial  good  to  gain-. 

Shall  light  and  fhade,  and  warmth  and  air. 
With  thofe  exalted  joys  compare. 

Which  adtive  Virtue  feels ! 

When  on  Ihe  drags,  as  lawful  prize. 
Contempt,  and  Indolence,  and  Vice, 

At  her  triumphant  wheels. 

As  reft  to  labour  ftill  fucceeds 
To  man,  whilft  Virtue's  glorious  deeds 
Employ  his  toilfome  day  ; 

This  fair  variety  of  things. 

Are  merely  Life’s  refreihing  fprings, 

To  footh  him  on  his  way. 

Enthufiaft  go,  unftring  thy  lyre, 

In  vain  thou  fing’ft,  if  none  admire. 

How  fvveet  foe’er  the  ftrain. 

And  is  not  thy  o’erflowing  mind, 

Unlefs  thou  mixed  with  thy  kind, 
Benevolent  in  vain ) 


Enthufiall 


C  320  ) 

Enthufiaft  go,  try  every  fenfe. 

If  not  thy  blifs,  thy  excellence. 

Thou  yet  haft  learn’d  to  fcan  ; 

At  Ieaft  thy  wants',  thy  weaknefs  know. 
And  fee  them  all  uniting  Ihow, 

That  man  was  made  for  man.” 
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